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To the Right Honourable the 


"LORD WETMOUTH 


Mr LORD, 


S700 N Recommendation 
of the following Per. 
formance to Your 
LoRDSHIP' s Pa- 
E—.x.tdronage, L have This 
at leaſt to Pad ---The Honeſty of 
its Intention; which is to entertain 
the Town without giving Offence 
either to Virtue, Decency, or Good - 
Ilanners. And at a Time when the 
3... . mn 


1 E DICAT I ON. e 
Stage is proſtituted to the worſt of 
Purpoſes; when, inſtead of being 
employ d againſt the Follies and 
Vices of Mankind, to expoſe che 

Singularity of Pride and Aﬀecta- 
tion, and to bring what is ill or ab- 
ſurd into Neglect and Contempt, 
it is made aſe: of ro extinguiſh Vir- 
tue, and make Lewdneſs 2 Diver- 
ſion; to weaken the Defences off 
Modeſty, and croſs upon the Re- 
gards « of on Manners and Huma 
nity; at ſuch a Juncture, My 
LoRD, ir may be ES on as 
ſome Degree of Merit to turn it 1 
upon ee e 1 are merely . 
inoffenſive and negatively good. 
The Town, indeed, by the un 
uſual Favours it has conferr'd ons 
this Piece, has ſtamp'd a Share f 7 
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— 


8 ? * ö Po a 5 * 


DEDICATION. 


3 real Value upon it; and it would 


: be therefore high Impertinence in 
me to tax it with having thrown 
away Applauſe on a Trifle. 


As to the Attempt here made 


to expoſe the ſeveral Vices and Fol- 
lies that ar preſent flouriſh in vogue, 
hope Your LORDSHIP will think 
it confin'd within the Bounds of 5 


modeſt and wholſom Chaſtiſement: 


Thar ir is a very ſeaſonable one, 
believe, every Perſon will acknow- 
. 3 When what is ſer up for the 


Standard of 5 is but juſt the 


"Reverſe of Truth and Common 
'| Senſe; and that A is dignify'd 
with the Name of Politeneſs, is de- 
ficient in nothing = but Decency 
1 and Good-Manners: When all Di- 
(inctions of Station and Fortune 


AJ: e 
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DEDICATION. {| 
are broke in upon, ſo that a Peer 
and a Mechanick are cloth'd in the 


{ame Habits, and indulge in the 


ſame Diverſions and Luxuries: When 


Husbands are ruin'd, Children 
robb'd, and Tradeſmen ſtarv'd, in 
order to give Eſtates 0-2 French, | 
Harlequin, and Italian Eunuch, for 
a Shrug or a Song; ſhall not fair 
and fearleſs Satire oppoſe. this Out- 
rage upon all Reaſon and Diſcre- 
tion? Yes, My LoRD, Reſent-_ 


ment can never better be ſhewn, 
nor Indignation more laudably ex- 


erted, than on ſuch an Occaſion. 


I beg Your LoRDsniP's Par— 


don for expreſſing myſelf thus 
5 warmly ; ; but I think this is One of 
the Caſes where we may be inno- 


cently angry, and for which the ge- 
nerous 


DEDICATION. 


nerous Ferment was implanted in 
our Natures. 


Y 
1 


us. 


| However I will preſume no longer 


on Your LoRDsHiP's Patience, 
than juſt to acknowledge how ſenſi- 
ble I am of the Honour done me 
by Your giving Leave for this Ad- 
dreſs, and to declare how ſincerely 


Jam 


Your L.oRDSHII's 
moſt obedient, and 


moſt humble Servant. 


_— —_ 


b & 8 1. 8 8 


Spoken by Mr. CI B B E R. 


V 17 fprings fo flow in our bleak Northern Soil, 


it ſcarce, at beſt, rewards the Planter's Toil, 


Bul now, when all the Sun-ſhine, and the Nain, 


Are turn'd to cultivate a Hereign Grain ; 


When what ſhould cheriſh preys upon the Tree, 


Phat generous Fruit can you expect to fee? 

Our Bard, to firike the Humour of the Times, 
Some of his Scenes imports from Southern Climes , 
Secure his Pains «will with Applauſe be crown'd, 

F you're as fond of Foreign Senſe as ----- Sound: 
And fince their Follies have been bought ſo dear, 
Ie hope their Wit a moderate Price may bear. 
Terence, Great Maſter | who, with wondrous Art. 8 
Explor'd the deepeſt Secrets of the Heart; 25 
That beſt Old Fudge of Manners and of Men, | 
Firſt grac'd this Tale with his immortal Pen. 

Moliere, the Claſſic of the Gallick Stage, 

Firſt dar'd to modernize the ſacred Page, 


Skilful, the one Thing wanting 19 ſupply, 
HUMOUR, that Soul of Comick Poejy. 


The Roman Fools were drawn ſo high,-----the Pit 
Might take *em now for Modern Men of Wit. 
But Moliere painted with a bolder Hand, 
And mark'd his Oafs with the Fools-Cap and Band : 
To ev'ry Vice he tagg'd the juſt Reproach, 
Shew'd Worth on Foot, and Raſcals in a Coach. 


E 

8 

8 
1 


Lean. j b 


e 0 "EE; 
Leaning on theſe great Guides, our Bard to-day, 


7 Trembling, attempts to tread the fiipp'ry May; 


Shew Us <vhich "tis 


= To their rich Group he adds ſome Figures more, 
Same Todi of Britiſh Growth: 
Beſides he freely owns the bold Pretence 
Jo club his Mite of Native ſterling Senſe, 

l hich - tho *tis Engliſh---- hopes won't ive Offence. 
Holdly the Comic Scourge he takes in hand, | | 


unſhewn be fore: 


To laſh the reigning Follies of the Land: 
Bluſhing to fee Britannia's Sons become 


Dupes to each Vagabond from France and Rome. 


To ſee the Great their prime Diſtinflims place I 
In things fo lot, contemptible and baſe, . 
As their politer Footmen wou'd diſgrace. | | 


Fer this be ſends your kind Support to as, {To the Pit 


 Elje he muſt fink beneath th invidious Task. 
Point out his Failings freely------but then ſpare 


Thoſe Parts which you may think ſome Merit ſoare 
Dow't, for one Gangreen'd Limb, the Whole deſtroy 
He'll lop it off with . 


D RA. 


DRAMATIS PERSON Z. 
M E N. 


Sir Poſitive Bubble, a churliſh, « fene ee 
obſtinate, old Batchelor, who will not be im- Mr. Griff. 
| pos'd on by any body but himfelf, Guardian to po Vn. 
rinda, 
Freelove, his Brother, a Gentleman of good 
Senſe, good Temper, and good Manners, Mr. Mills, 
Guardian to Angelica. 5 
Valentine, a young Gentleman 5 ortune "1 PW 
love with Dorinda. i * ; Mr Milward. 
Sir Humphry Henpeck, Father to Maria, and) N. x 
cle to Dorothea, , A ne Harper. 
-arcourt, Brother to Dorinda and ngelica 
repuls'd by Maria, : (Mr. Mills Jun. 
Horatio, repuls'd by Beutler Mr. E/te. 
Martin, Servant to Harcourt, who afterwards? 
aſſumes the Name of Lord Apemode, by order Mr. Cibber. 
of his Maſter. 
.zynard, Servant 10 Horatio, who aſſumes the Tar Mi, Jl 
Name of Colonel Cockade. 5 


Lewis, Servant to Valentine. Mr. Croſs. 
Almanzor, Servant to Maria, 8 Maſter Arne. 
Fuſtice Diligence, 5 Mr. Turbut. 

WOM E N. 


Lady 1 2 to Sir Humphry Henpeck, ) 

a great Pretendir to Philoſophy and Reading, & Mrs. Crops. 
but notwithſtanding a mere YT mag 
Maria, her Daughter, ( Bath ſetting up for People {Mn Clive. 
Dorothea, her Nee, 3 of Taſte and Politeneſs. 

Dorinda, ( Siſters, and Wards to Sir Pofitive } Mrs. Thurmond. 

Angelica, f and Freelovez 115 Holiday. 
: Liſctta, Maid to Maria, ES. Mrs, Mans. 
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Mrs. Pritchard. 
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MAN Y TASTE. 
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LCT:L $CENET 


8 C E N E, 4 Hall in Sir Humphry Henpeck' 
3 Heuſe. 


. Harcourt and Hc oratio follewing one another. 1 


H ARCOURT. (Pulling on his Gloves ) 


E LL, Horatio! what d'ye think of 
'& our Reception here? Are you much 
ſatisfy' d with it? F. 
Hor. Um, --- Are you, Harcourt: ? 
Har. ] think neither of us have very 
abundant Reaſon to be ſo. Never 
S ſure did a couple of Gipſies behave 
themſelves ſo inſolently, nor two poor 


| ; Fellows ever meet with ſuch ſcurvy Treatment. They 
cbuld not fo much as prevail on themſelves to afford us 
Chairs, but made us ſtand in the middle of the Room, 


while they walk' d round and examin'd us from Head to 


Ez Foot; as if we had been brought there, like Indian Kings, 


| fora Show. 
Hor. Then ſuch Whiß pering as was between em; ſuch 


5 yawning! rubbing their Eyes! and asking every moment 
P what 0 Clock "was! 
Har, 


12 The MAN of TAS T x. 


Har. And all we could ſay to em produc'd no Anſwer 
but Ay or No, and that with the Head turn'd o'one ſide, 
as if they were talking to the Figures in the Tapeſtry 1 
Hangings. Why, there's ne'er a fine Lady in Town + 
could have uſed her Husband with more Saucineſs and! 
Contempt. 

Hor. You ſeem to lay it much to Heart, Havens. 

Har. I do fo; for I muſt confeſs my Heart was a little 
intereſted in the Affair. Maria's perſonal Charms had 
made ſtronger Impreſſions on me than Dorothea s ſeem to 
have made on you, Horatio. 

Hor. Had they been never ſo ſtrong, her extravagant 
Behaviour would have ſoon made me eaſy in that Point. 

Har. Tis the fame with me. However I ihan't be 
fatisfy*d *till I have had ſome Revenge on em. I know 
well enough what was the cauſe of our Repulſe; we are 
not Men "of high Rank and Faſhion enough for them. 
They are come gallop'd away from T hames-Street to | 
St. James's, to ſet up for Patterns of Taſte and ee, 
forſooth. ; 

Her. And fo nothing beneath a Ribbon or Staff will 90 N ; 
down with *em. ö 0 

Hor. It was pleaſant enough to hear *em tell one ano- 
ther what Viſits they ow'd : My Lady ſuch-a-one, and the 
Ducheſs of ſuch a Place; when the arrogant Sluts, till 
within theſe ſix Weeks, never knew what a Houſe Was | | 
without a Counter in't. A 
Hor. So that now they are Amphibious, between Court 
Prudes and City Coquettes. I'm ſurpriged how the old | 
Fellow Sir Humphry Henpeck can bear em both 1 in his 
Houſe together. 
Har. Oh, he has had a ringing Surfeit of 'em, you 
may be ſure; which made him fo forward. to compliment 
us with' em. His Wife's enough for him to deal with at | 
one time. However, Horatio, if you'll take my Advice, 
have ſtarted a Thought how-to be even with their 1 Iigh 
and Mighty Ladyſhips. 

Hor. Which way, pr'ythee ? 

Ilan. You know my Fellow Marlin. 


Hor, | 


The Man of TasTs. 1 3 
Hr. And what then? 
Har. He's a crafty, brisk, infinuating Raſcal, and paſtes 


= amoneft many for a fort of Wit; for nothing now-a-days 
- if cheaper than Wit. 


Hor. Yes, I know the Rogue: He affects even Affecta- 


tion itſelf; and was ſuch a perſcct Counterpart both in 


3 Dreſs and Manners of his laſt Maſter, Lord Apemode, that 


you could ſcarce know the Peer Front his Valet. 


Har. Ihe Coxcomb is fo impudent too, that he often 


* takes it into his Head to paſs for a Man of Quality. He 


pretends to Gallantry and Poetry, and has ſuch a Con- 


J empt for Others of his own Condition, that he calls em 
all mere Þrutes. 


Hor. Ha, ha, ha] a complete ſecond-hand Man of Taſte 
Bur what's the Uſe you intend to make ot all theſe 


| : excellent Qualities ? 


N . 18 i 


cgqual to 
rupted; I'll tell you by and by. 


Har. What Uſe? Ol a Uſe: that thoſe Qualities are 
= Why he ſhall — but hold, we arc inter: 


Enter Valentine, as not ſeeing thenr. 


Her. So ho! Falentine, what can't you ſee your Friends 


this Monning? Why 800 art as penſive 3 


Val. Confuſion! it makes me halt Mad! 
Har. Nay, quite, in good Truth; but pr 'ythee what 


Val. What is it, e why to lce her 1 love; 


to ſee thy charming Sitter, Do inda, under the Power 
of ſuch a Savage Guardian. That old watchful Dragon, 
Sir Poſitive Bubble, makes ſuch 1 a ſevere Uſe of the Power 


your Father's Will has given him over her, that he does 


not ſuffer her to breathe even freſh Air, or enjoy common 


| Liberty. 


Har. That's what you ought to build your greateſt 
Hopes on. Know for your Encour agement, my 7 riend, 


that a Woman lock'd up is half won; and that the Seve- 


: rity of Fathers, Guardians and Hus bands, has always ad- 


vanc'd the Buſineſs of the Gallant, Your experienc'd 


Sportſmen will tell you that they are always belt pleaſed 
| to 
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to meet with thoſe churliſh Brutes, who without Thought | "3 
or Reaſon condemn the Conduct of their Wives in every 
thing, and haughtily ſtanding on the Name of Husband, 


quarrel with 'em for nothing, even in the preſence of their 8 


Gallant. 


Hor. Ay, ay, they xnow- how to take Advantage of 
that. The Reſentment of the Fair for ſuch Uſage on one 


hand, and the complaiſant Compaſſion of the Lover on 
the other, give occaſion for a very good Correſpondence 


between *em. 


Har. Right, and therefore the Tyranny of my Siſter's _ 


Guardian ought to ſerve you as a Pledge of obtaining your 


_ Wiſhes. 


Val. Ay, Harcourt, but for the ſix Months that 1 havt 


been paſſionately 1 in love, could never procure eee 
ment's Converſation with her. 


Har. Why, Love whets the Invention, they ſay; bot. 
yours does not ſeem to have been much the ſharper. for it 


hitherto, Valentine. 


Val. What could I have done? The Brute is 4 5 


ways with her, you know, and preſerves her as a de- 


licious Morſel for himſelf. He ſuffers her to hold 


no Intercourſe with any Mortal, but thro* his own 
Hands. 1 


Har. Nay, that's true enough: I myſelf, tho* her Bro- 
ther, have been prohibited the Sight of her above this 
 Twelve-month, for fear I ſhould inſtil, as he told me, evil 


Principles into her, and make her as wild and wicked as 


myſelt —— But has ſhe been no way acquainted then with | 


your Inclinations yet ? 
Val. That I'm not ſure of. Wherever her Jailor car: 


ry'd her, ſhe has always ſeen me following her like her | i 
Shadow; and my Looks every Day endeavour'd to ex- | 


prels to her the Violence of my Paſſion. My Eyes, Horatio, 


have ſpoke a great deal; but how ſhall I know if ſhe under- | 


ſtood their Language? 


Hor. *Tis true, that Language may be ſomething ob- 
ſcure, without either tha Tongue or the Pen to inter-“ 


pret it. 


val. 
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Val. What's to be done? What Courſe muſt I take? 
Hor. That muſt be conſider'd of. Horatio and myſelf 


have at preſent 2 little Buſineſs of our own on hand; after 
chat 8 aqjuſted we'll help our Friends. 


Enter Sir Humphry Henpeck. 


Sir Hum. Well, Gentlemen, you have ſeen my Neice 


and Daughter. Do Matters go well, ſay you? All things 


Jog on as they ſhould, I hope. 
Har. That, Sir, you may learn better of them than 


of us: All we can ſay is that we thank you for the 
_ Favour you deſign'd us, and remain your very humble 


: Servants. 


1. 


Hor. Your very humble Servants ------ Come, J. alen- 
; ge you ſhall go with us in my Coach to the Part. 


[ Exeunt. 


Sir Hum. Hoity toity, what s the meaning of this now? 
they ſeem to be ſtrangely out of Humour; theſe pert Bag- 
5 250 have certainly affronted em ſome way or other. I'll 


now the Cauſe on't, and that quickly too. So ho! within 


L there, 


Emer I. iſetta 


J $542 What do you want, Sir? 


Sir Hum. What do I want, Madam! where are your 
Miſtreſſes? 


' Liſ In their Dreſſing-Room, Sir. 
Sir Hum. What are they doing there ? 


| | {i/. Making Waſhes and Lip-Salve, Sir. 


Sir Hum. Go bid them come down to me. Making 
Waſhes and Lip-Salve, forſooth: Theſe Huſſies, with 


their Salves, have a mind to ruin me, I think. There's no- 
thing in the whole Houſe but Whites of Eggs, Puppy- 
dog Water, and a thouſand other Slops that I can't name. 
Since we liv'd at this End of the Town, they have us'd 
the Fat of a dozen Hogs at leaſt, and four Servants might 
* every Day on the Legs of Mutton they waſte. 


* 5 Enter 
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Enter Maria and Dorothea, 


Sir Hum. Harkye me, Miſtreſs, what is it that you and 
your dainty Couſin there have done, to make theſe Gen 
tlemen go away ſo diſſatisfied ? Did not! command you 
to receive em as Perſons that I deſign'd for your Hus. 
bands? | 

Maria. Dear Father, don't talk to us of Husbands, | 
makes one think of a Jail and Fetters. 3 
Doro. Beſides, Sir, could a Woman of the leaſt Taft © 
in the Univerſe take up with ſuch unpoliſh'd Ani mals 2 
theſe are ! 2 

Sir Hum. And why not, pray, Neice? 

Doro. Pr etty Gallantry, indecd! to begin with Matr. 
mony at once. 

Sir Hum. And what would you have *em begin with-- 
Something worſe, hey? Is not fuch an Albance what W 
have all reaſon to catch at? and therefore the ſooner t 
done, the better. 

Maria. Dear Sir! what you fy is perfectly Cit-like 
Pm aſham'd to hear you talk thus: Now you are comet 
ive at the polite part of the World, you ought to learn. 
better Air in things. : 

Sir Hum. J care neither for Air or Song. I tell yo 
Marriage is an honourable Thing; and to begin with th! 
is the part of honeſt People. 

Maria. My Couſin, Sir, will tell you as well as | 
that for a Gallant to mention any ſuch thing, is co 
trary to the very Eſſence of all Politeneſs. No, the 
ſhould have run thro' the whole Courſe of Galla 
try, follow'd us to Bath, Scarborough and T unbric. F 
each of which Places ſhould have reſounded with Son: 
and Panegyricks on us, and Lampoons on every one eli 
Then in Town they ſhould attend us thro? all its D 
verſions; carry us to the Rehearſal of every new Oper. 
and the Reading of every new Play, dance with 
every Ridotto, and ſqueak with us every Ae, 
And after all, not a word of Matrimony ſhould "2 
heard of. 


wo 
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Sir Hum. How! What's all this! 

Doro. Indeed, Uncle, my Couſin has hit it right. 
nd Theſe are things which can't be diſpens'd with. But to 
Cn come point blank to the conjugal Knot ! To make Love: 
only with the Marriage Contract, and take an Intrigue quit 
„ by the Tail! once more, Sir, nothing can be more 
#1 radeſman-hke. | 
„ Sir Hum, What the Duce of Rhodomontade i 

here! 
aſle Þ Maria. Beſides, Sir, their very Dreſs and Deportment 
; 4; were ſhocking. To make a Love-Viſit with a plain Leg, 

à Hat without a Diamond Button, and a Coat without 

ace! Fine Gallants indeed! Then ſuch a Frugality of 


ir. Converſation, and Barrenneſs of Wit; ---- in ſhort they are 
mere Barbarians both within and without. 
h. Sir Hum. They arc gone mad, ſure! Loo ye, Mar 7Y, 


and you Dorothy, as for the Gentlemen we're talking of, I 
know their Families and Eſtates, and you ſhall abſolutely 
marry them; for I'm downright weary of having you 
ke upon my Hands. 
et Maria. For my part, Sir, all I can ſay to you, is, that 
n I think Marriage an extreme ſhocking thing. How can 
one bear the very Thought of lying by the Side of a naked 
70 Mans 
th: Sir Hum. Ah Baggage, Baggage! bear the Thought! 
Doro. For Goodneſs ſake, Sir, ſuffer us to breathe a little 
> | amongſt the Beau Monde. We are but juſt got here: but 
o Fon the Border only of Taſte and Politeneſs yet, and don't 
he knock! it all on the head at once. 
' Sir Hum. They are quite ſpoil'd, I ſee. | 
77 F Doro. This I am poſitively reſoly*d on, that if ever I do 
jo marry, I'll marry for ſomething; and nothing lets than a 
cl; Coronet on the Door ſhall ever tempt me to ride in a Elus- 
D) © band's Coach. 
Maria. Nay that I'm fix'd on too e but the 
Rays of a brilliant Star hath powerful Attraction enough 
10 to ſeduce me to that ---- It ever I marry, a Man of Qua 
lity muſt be my Husband. 
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Sir Hum. Why, Huſſy, tis impoſſible ------- -a Man «© 
Quality never can be your Husband. 
Doro. No, Sir! I think Twenty thouſand Pounds no 
contemptible Fortune. 

Sir Hum. Right, Neice. You'll find Men of Quality 
enough that will marry your Twenty thouſand Pounds: 
But you'll have no more Husbands in them than if you 
were to marry an Opera Songſter, "They'll treat you 


as they do the Mar riage-Contract —— juſt ſet their Seal | 
for once, and then fling you aſide never to look on yo 


again. 

Doro. Well Uncle, and what would you have 'en 

do? = 
Sir [Tum. Have 'em do! 


Doro. Ay --- would you have 'em perpetually at onc'“ 


Elbow, as it we were really yoked together ? 
Maria. No, leave that to the inſipid Vulgar; People 
of Taſte and Senſibility have a higher Reliſh for Life. Se 
parate Tables, ſeparate Apartments, ſeparate Coaches and 
ſeparate Pleaſures! ---- Thoſe are the 2 95 Pr wileges 0! 


Quality. 


Sir Hum. Oh, are FE ol why then tis a pity, me. 
thinks, but the Form of Wedlock was alter'd; and to be 7 


more polite, ſhould run thus ---- Whom Matrimony hath 
put aſunder, let no Man dare to join together. 


Doro. Upon Honour, a good. Thought, my Dear. 
q 


Ela, ha, ha ! 
Maria. Excellent, my Dear, Ha, ha, ha! 


Doro. Thy Father never ſaid any thing ſo RIF ene, | 
my Dear. Why you brighten apace, Uncle! This End| 


of the Town begins to work. i upon you. Ah, my Dear, 


the very Air of St. James's inſcnſibly inſtils Politeneſs into] 


People. 

Maria. True, my Dear, and I don't wonder my Mo 
ther was ſo cager to get my Father here. All Wives ſhou'd 
bring their Husbands hither, that they may learn what for! 
of a Creature a Husband ought to be. 

Sir Hum. O] the beſt Place in the World for that 
Here are a Pack of rare Husbands, and fitted with ratte 
Waivc: 


* 


* # 
- 
7 
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Wi yes too. One heaps up Wealth, of which his Wife 
beſtows good part on thoſe that take care to branch his 
Brows for it. Another, tho* more happy, yet not leſs 


| infamous, ſees his Wife receive Preſents every Day - vith- 
out a Grain of Jealouſy, becauſe ſhe tells him, 'tis for her 
| Virtue. One fine Lady craftily gives a falſe Relation to 


her Husband of what paſſes between herſelf and G allant. 
and the poor Cully, tranſported with her extreme Fidelity, 
fleeps quietly and pities the Lover. Whilſt another, to 


Witty her Pride and Extravagance, pretends to win ar 


Play the Sums ſhe ſquanders; and the Zan of a  Tusband, 
without conſidering at what Game, is very thanktul for the 


Money ſhe gets. 


Doro. But, Uncle, he that laughs at others, ought to 


uke care that no body in return ugh at him. 
Sir Hum. 1 don't doubt but they do, Neice; for Lat In as 
eren. a Ceornuto as any of cm all. 


Doro. No, Uncle, you are not fo ich 1 in the Faſhic on 
as that comes to. My Lady is ae given up to Readirg 


and Philoſophy. 
Sir Hum. Right, Neice — ſo that I am made a C ickold 
of every Day by Plutarch and Seneca, She's wedded more 


to Philoſophy and Poetry than to me; and I am no more 
regarded by her than a wooden Folio that ſerves to fill up 


the Corner of a Shelf. 
Maria. You may be thankful, Sir, that you have a 

LF any of ſuch excellent Talents. 

Sir Hum. Yes, but I pay pretty dear for her Talents. 
I the firſt place, I muſt leave off my Buſineſs, which 
brought me in at leaſt a Thouſand a Year, becauſe get- 
ting Money was low and ſervile. Then I mult quit my 
own Houſe, and pay the Duce and all here, becauſe this, 
it ſeems, is the Region of Wit and Politeneſs. And what 
1s worſe than all, muſt throw away, at leaſt, Five hundred 
| Guineas to get myſelf knighted, that her Ladyſhip might 
be in a Rank above the Vulgar, forſooth. The Family of 
the Henpecks had great occaſion to be thus dignify*d and 
Gi itinguiſh” . indeed. 


B 2 | | Doro. | 


— — 
— — tran 


come up! 5 [ Exit Sir Hur 
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Doro. Ay, Sir — but then on the other ſide, you mu; 4 
ſet down that valuable Fund of Learning, Taſte, and en 
tical Knowledge which my Aunt is Miſtreſs of; and the 8 
will more than balance the Account. N 

Sir Hum. Her Taſte and critical Knowledge, : as You Ct» 
it, makes her only ſearching continually for ſomething : | 
find fault with: And nothing that I can do or fay, 0 ] 
wants either Dignity or Delicacy, belike. Thus, und | 
pretence of her ſuperior Underſtanding, ſhe governs t} | 
whole Family, engroſſes tne whole Talk, and claims tt 


der the Name of my Lady's Husband, am Ike a blad 
letter*d Saint whom no body calls upon — S'bud! wh: 
buſineſs had I with a witty Wife, or what ſhould Wome 
be ſuffer*d to read for? When 'tis enough for em if th 
can but ſay ther Prayers, love their Husbands, and dæ 
their own Linen. 

Doro. Alas! my Dear, how deep | is thy Father funk 
the Groſſneſs of Matter! 3 

Maria. What ſhall I ſay, my Dear? b m quite aſhan' 


| 
whole Notice of all that come to my Houſe whilſt I, w 
| 
{ 


for him. 


Sir Hum. S' bobs, were there ever ſuch inſolent Gipfic 


Why, you Brace of pert Pullets, get out of my Sight! 


very moment, and either relaive. to take the Gentlem ; 
that I have fix*d on, or, or—— why a whu! and a Mart 


Doro. Say their Prayers love their Husbands! and di 


their own Linen! very elegant Occupations truly, HI 
ha, ha 1 


Maria. Oh lamentable! Ha, ha, ha! | 
Both, Ha, ha, ha! : | [Exeunt Lang 


„ 


S CEN 


fis obſtinate, unſociable Temper, which makes you avoid all 
the Pleaſures of Converſation, gives a whimſical Air to 


4 every thing you do, and males you ſcem barbarous even 


t ti 
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T” 
c 8 C E N E change 70 a Hall n Sir Politive 


Bubble $ Houſe. 


\ 
1 


| Enter Sir Poſitive Bubble, and F reelove his Brother 


| Sir Poſ. Good now, Brother, don't talk fo mich; but 


Kt each of us live as he has a mind to't. Tell me of this 
and that and tother! I'll be directed by no body, I fay. _ 
My Fancy ſhall be my Counſellor, and J am very well {a- 

tisky'd with my own way of living. 


Free. But every one condemns i it, Br other. 
Sir Poſ. Ay, ſuch Fools as you, perhaps, Brother. 
Free. I thank "You heartily, A handlom Compli- 
ment 1 

Sir Poſ. And I'd fain know, methinks, what theſe wile 


critical Everyones can ſce in me to worthy of Reprehen- 
ſion. 


Free. T'll tell you, Sir Poſitive. "Is the firit place, your 


in your very Drels. 


[ur t Sir Poſ. Oh! you'd have me an Ass of Faſhicn, and 
not dreſs myſelf for myſelt, but to the Limes, would you, 
I Mr. Younger Brother? Y ou'd have me, I ſay, follow the 
way of your young Fops : Wear their little Hats which 
let their weak Brains cvaporate; thoſe crop Wigs that ex- 

poſc their Ears, and let the World know what Species they 

are of; thoſe curtail d Waſtecoats, the Flaps of which 
© reach no lower than their Hips; and thoſe fine Stockings, 
' with ſuch monſtrous Clocks that make 'em look like 


rough-footed Pigeons. I ſhould delight you, without 


doubt, if 1 equip'd myſelf in this manner. You'd have 
me as fooliſh as any Jackanapes of em all. 

Free. One ſhould always comply, Brother, in ſome mea- 

B 3 lure _ 
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ſure with the Majority, and never make one's ſelf be ſtar 
at. Both Extremes are offenſive, and every wife May * 
{hou dreſs as he would ſpeak, without Aﬀectation, | 
would not imitate thoſe who are at the Top of the Mode, 
and always ſtraining even beyond the Faſhion; but then, 
on the other hand, I think it wrong to avoid obſtinat: |; 
every thing that ocher cople follow. Tis better bœing 
filly with the reſt of the World, than wiſe in oppoſition to 
* one elſe. 

ir Pol. O, is it fo! moſt complaiſant Sir. L I 

1 ee. Yo, fr in following the Mode, you only wear 
other Peopic's : olics, which is better than wearing your | 
own by too much Partieularity. Believe me, Brother, 
Man ſhould be ſingular in nothing but Miſdom an 
Tumanity. 

gr 50% This is like an old Fellow now, Who to þide 
his gray Hairs, wears a black Wig. . 

Free. I fee no Rcaſon, Brothel er, Why any one ſhoul( 
caſt off De ecency and Chearfulneſs. Has not Old-age In. 
convemencics OD, without being both crabbed and 
| ao 1 - Ss | 
ir Poſ. But, be that as it will, Sir, I'm reſolv'd not 
to alter my Dreſs in the leaſt, I | wear a broad-brim'd 
Hat in ſpite of the Faſhion, that my Head may have a | 
convement Shelter. A g00d large Waſtecoat, thick and 
long, and wel-outton'd, to keep my Stomach warm for | 
Digeſtion : And Shoes wherein my Feet may have 
room enough, that I may be able to walk without a 
great Stick like a Hedge-Stake, or making wry Faces. 
Thus our Forcfathers wiſely did, and thus will I do-——= | 
and thoſe that don't like me, may look upon ſomething 
cle. 7 De 
Free. But, Brother, however well you may think this 
Severity becomes one of your Age, you ought certainly to 

give Youth a little more Liberty — you underſtand me. 
Brother your rigid Treatment of your Ward, 


3 nd mms 


Fi; Pay: Lack, wal: I with vou a mind VOUr OWN Bu. 
Ine . Broth er | 


? 
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free. | beg your Pardon, Brother; but Youth muſt — 


: Sir Poſ. I beg your Pardon too, Sir, and mult tell you, 


that her Actions depend on me, and I beſt know what In- 


tereſt I have in "em. 


Free. Have I leſs in thoſe of her Siſter * They are with- 


out Parents, and our Friend their Father upon his Death. 
bed left to us the care of them; obliging both of us either 
0 marry them ourſelves, or at a proper Age to diſpoſe of 
dem to others, From their very Infancy we have had full 
Power over them, both as Father and Husband ; you 
choſe to educate Dorinda, and I took upon me the Charge 


of Angelica. 


Sir / Right, Sir, and therefore do you pleaſe to ma- 
nage yours as you have a mind to't, and {PE you'll give 


me leave to do the fame by mine. 


Free. Well, Brother, I can't help thinking 
Sir Pop. Nor I can't help thinking „ Brother, 1d muſt - 


declare it to you that what I ſay is right. You let yours go 
finc and extravagant - 
her Chairmen and F ootmen, and Avigails without number 


wich all my heart; let hier have c 


I conſent to't. Let her ramble about, love idle- 


neſs, and be flatter'd by Fops till Doomſday -—1 am very 
well fatisfy'd with it. But I'll have mine live according to 
my Fancy, not her own. Her Dreſs ſhall be of good le- 
cent Stuffs, and ſhe ſhall wear Silk only on Hol! Ways : 
Shall ſtay at home as a wife Woman ought, and make 
Huſwitery her whole Aten When ſhe has any 
3 Time to ſpare, I'll have her quilt my Night-caps, and 
clear-ſtarch my Bands for Diverſion. She muſt ſhut her 
| Ears to the Flattery of young Fellows, and never 80 
abroad without ſomebody to watch her. 


Free. Diſtruſtful Cares, Bolts and Grates don? t ks 


People virtuous. *Tis native Honour that muſt Keep em 
within Bounds, not our Severity. Lis by gaming their 
Hearts alone that we can guide their Manners, They are 


much miſtaken who think Government by Force alone to 
have more Authority than when *tis founded upon Inch- 
nation. Tis a Husband's part to uſe a Wife ſo as that her 


oyn Choice, rather than outward Conſtraint, ſhould Las 


— — — — — — —— — 
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her upon doing well. I ſhould not think my Honour very 
ſafe in the hands of one who only wanted an Opportunity 
to effect her Deſire. f 
Sir Poſ. A pize on Honour and Inclination Stuff, 
Stuff, mere Stuff, | 
Free. Be it ſo, but theſe Maxims I have follow'd in my 3 
Care of Angelica. T have not made ſmall Liberties Crimes, 
Out have conſented to her Inclination for Balls, Plays, and 
ſuch other innocent Diverſions. Theſe are things which for 
my pat i A ys thought proper to form the Minds © | 
young People, and the World is a School which inſtruct | 
better in the Art of Living than all the Books or Lectures 
you can give 'em. Her Father's Will obliges her to 
marry me, but I won't for that Reaſon play the Tyrant 
over her. I very well know that our Years are not altoge- 
ther ſtutable, and therefore leave her intirely to her own | 
Choice. If a Thouſand Pounds a Year well paid, a tende 
Affection and - complaiſant Regard can prevail on her to 
overlook the Diſparity of Age, ſhe may take me for he 
 Husband. If not, ſhe may fx where Inclination invite 
her. I ſhould be glad to ſee her better match'd, and had 
rather have her marry*d to another, than marry her my ſel. 
ainſt her Will. 
"Sir Peoſ. Oh, how feet the Honey-ſuckle | is —— al 
Su ga r and Honey. 
Fre, This is my Humour, and think Heaven that it i 
o yours is different, but we ſhall fee the End of it. 
Sir Poſ. See che End of it! ay, there's the Thing. When 
Pcople are playing the Aſs and Blockhead, if any ont 
happens to act wiſer than themſelves, and won't agre 
with 'em in their ridiculous Conduct, then they immediate 
ly cry, See the End of it; when the Duce knows, ther 
Folly has no Hud at all. al e 1 
tree Very well, Brother. 8 
Sir Poſ. Ay, and not very well, Brother, let me te.. 
you: Your Management of Youth is pretty well ſeen “ 
the Brother of theſe Girls; that hopeful Blade, Harcour!, ® 
as principally under your 1 utorage, think; and he h 
RA finely by it. 
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| Free. Why, what has he done ? 
Sir Poſ. Oh, nothing at all! No, no, nothing at all 
10 only drinks, whores, breaks Windows, and murders 


Watchmen: Is aſhamed of nothing, afraid of no body, 


and looks on himſelf as a lawleſs fine Gentleman: But this 

Is nothing at all, I ſuppoſe. 

Free. Believe me, Brother, when you and I were young 

| Fellows, if we were leſs extravagant, *twas not for want 
of Will, but Money, and therefore we ought not to count 

chat for Virtue which was only owing to Neceſſity. I 


better for him to play the Libertine a little now, than to 


Go it at an Age when *twill leſs become him. 
Sir Poſ. Very pretty! very pretty! · 


with all my 


War << Let him ſquander all, ruin all, himſelf and all, 


and play the Duce and all, I don't care; tis nothing to 
me — It ever I ſpeak a Syllable more —= _ . 
ute. Dear Brother, don't fly into a Paſſion. 
Sir Poſ. Not I, indeed, Sir; I am in no Paſſion at al. 


not in the leaſt Paſſion --- T never was in a Paſſion in my 


Life : But {till it grieves me when I think of his poor Fa- 
ther but I have done. He gave me only the Charge of 


one, and her I'll take care of: "Goodneſs be praiſed, ſhe 
| e after my own heart. Your Profligate will feel the 


Smart on't at laſt; yes, he will, he will at laſt. 

Free. Come, Brother, don't let us quarrel about the 
& fair, I'll fay no more but this, That, think what you 
ee, 


Who are by mild and generous Treatment won 


| C Such only for true Profilpics we. own, 85 5 


| Thoſe Sund ns EE car are ee alone. To xeunt, 


ACT 


nations at all, it ſhould be in favour of thoſe who. they | 


ry Thought or Word of Deceit. Who, if we ſeem !ÞÞ 


ACT 8 


SCENE, The Street before Sir Poſitive Bubble” 
 Houpe, 


Dorinda end Angelica. 


Dorin. A ND ſo the great Queſtion between us, 


Siſter, 1s, Whether a Lover ought to be 


Jealous or not? 


Ang. Or to explain your Thought and mine bettet 
Siſter, Which ought to Pu belt; a Lover that 
Jealous, or one that is not ſo? 


Dorin. True, Angelica: and for my part 1 ſhould think 


the latter. 


Ang. 1 can't ſay to, Dorinda: 1 am for the fair: 
Dorin. 1 think we ought to give moſt Approbation ts, 
thoſe who ſhew moſt Reſpect. 
Ang. And I think, that if we mult diſcover our Inch p 


10ſt Love to us. | 
Dorin. Yes, Siſter, but a Paſſion makes 2 more agret 7 
able Appearance in ee and Tenderneſs than Tea D 
loufi , 
py Well, tis my Opinion, that every Lover 17 
by fo much the more Aae as he ſhews himk! Fi 
Jeaeus. Ith 
rin, Oh fy, Siſter, don't call thoſe Men Lover ; 
whoſe Paſſion is like Hatred; who require a trick » 
Account from us of all our Actions, and ſuſpect cv 


i tle Grave, preſently complain that their Preſence "vi 
de Conſe of itz or, if Joy appear in our Eyes, will ia 
mediatch 
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mediately have it that their Rivals are the F oa of 
it; and then aſſuming a Privilege from the Fury of their 
\ Zeal, take upon em to forbid us all Company but their 
own, and ſo  tyrrannize over their very Conquerors. 
Well! I fay, "tis the greatneſs of their Submifſion that 
beſt ſhews the greatneſs of our Power. 
Ang. Nor don't you cal! thole Men Lovers, Siſter, 
0 thew no Extravagance for the Fair they addreſs : 
Thoſe lukewarm Sparks, whoſe peaceable Hearts think 
all ſecure on their Side, and thro' ſaucy Confidence let 
their Love fall allcep. 1 hate ſuch calm, inſipid Doings : 
No, give me a Lover that ſhou'd prove his Flame to me; 
and by repeated Diſtraction give a ſure token of the Ar- 
dency of his Paſſion. Then one's pleas'd too with the 
poor Creature's Sufferings; and, tho* he ſometimes breaks 
out into a little Roughneſs, the Joy of ſeeing him the 
next Moment imploring Pardon for is Tranſport ; his 
- Fears, and his Deſpair for having diſpleaſed us, are ſuch 
Charms, Dorinda. 


Dorin. Well, Siſter, to end the Diſpute and fatisfy us 
0% both, *tis my Opinion, that the Jealous love moſt, and 


the others beit. 
Ang. Your Determination is Juſt, my Dear. 
Dorin. Ah, my Dear, if you were to be a little while 


ll engage. 
Ang. I pity you heartily, Child. 


re} different a Temper; Fortune was. your Friend in the 


Jew Diſpoſal, Siſter. 
Ang. I declare I would not ſuffer the Brute. 


that, my Perſon, I doubt, might go a Begging, 

| ng. And fo you intend to marry him then? 

IU} Dsrin. Marry him! No, Angelica, there's nothing ſo 
deſperate but I would attempt, rather than endure one 

em! Thought of that. The only thing that makes my Ser- 

5 Made . is the Flope of a Deliverance. 


mr 8 
ung Ang 


hate = 5 | 0” 


in the Hands that I am in, you'd be ſick of Jealouſy, 


¶ Dorin. Tis happy for you that his Brother is of ſo 


Dorin. Where's my Remedy, Child? you know the 
ahſolute Power he has over my Fortune ; and without 


28 The MAN of TAS T k. 


jp Ang. If you ever have a Deliverance, my Dear, 
[il believe I can gueſs at the Knight-Errant that muſ! 
I accompliſh 1 it. Valentine would be glad to be your Cham. 
ion. 
N Dorin. What's Valentine to me, Siſter? 

Ang. What! your Life, Soul, Heart's Delight, 
Siſte T. 
Dorin. Who, Valentine: 

. Les, Valentine. 

Dorin. Pſha! 

Ang. Tis true tho“; and you are juſt the ſame to him, 

Dori in. That's more than ever J heard him ſay. 

Ang. Right, but you know he thinks fo, Siſter. Ah, 
lf Siſter, 'Tis he is that tender, reſpectful Lover, on who 
| | Side you fo warmly engag'd juſt now. 

1 Derin. {Afde.] O' ny Word ſhe's in the right on' ' 

Ang. Well, Child, I can't blame you, for if I was: 
your Condition, if he-wou '« not run away with me, ( 


my Conſcience, 1 ſhould carry him off. 


Enter Sir Poſiti tive Bubble 22 Freclove. 


Sir of Heyday, e here! why where ma 
you be going, pray? | 
Ang. We don't know yet; I was defiring my Sift: 
to take a turn in the Park with me; but- 
Sir Poſ. But! ay, I am a But, to that Walk 
the Park, indeed! Nay, you Madam, for your pu 
may Walk, or amble, or trot, or gallop, When and whe!» 
and. how you pleaſe; and the more the better, is'n't 
oy Brother? — But by your leave, Lady, I fort 
YOU ftrring abroad. 
Free. Prithee, Brother, let 'em have their inn 
Amuſements. ö 
Sir Poſ. I beg your 1 Brother —Amuſems 
Abuſements is the properer Name. 5 
Free. Why, do you think there's any harm in 
being with her Siſter? | 
Sir Pof. I don't know that----I fay, I don't know. 
but yet I think there's leſs in her being with me. 


U 
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1 Free. Well, but Youth ———- 


n. Sir Poſ. Vouth is always fooliſn; and Old Age ſome— 
times. I won't wear Horns if I can help it; and as ſne 

15 oblig' d to marry me, I'm reſoly* d to be as ſecure of 
it 555 Perſon as my own. 

Dorin. Secure, Sir? I don't underkand 
Sir Poſ. I know you don't underſtand not your 
Duty, Miſtreſs, if you offer in the leaſt to oppoſe my 
| lyk Go abroad without us, indeed | 

w. Ang. How, Sir 
Sir Poſ. Good now, good now, no talking, Madam. 
Ah. 1 don't ſpeak to you, for you are too wite 
% Ang. Are you diſpleas'd to fee my Siſter with me, 
Sir ? 
Sir Poſ. Yes, and, ſince I mint tell you my Mind, 
you that ſpoil her — your Viſits are not wanted 5 15 T 

"0 often, and I ſhould be much more oblig'd to you, if 
you'd ſtay away. 75 
Ang. Then, to tell you my Mind as freely, Sir, L 
don't know how ſhe takes all this, but I know what it 

mz would make me do; and we are no Siſters | in T eanper if 
ſhe does not reſent it. 
of, Sr Pop. Very pretty, very deny! 
Axg. In ſhort, theſe Watchings are ſcandalous Things. 
11; Our Honour is weak indecd, if it muſt be continually 
guarded— - And do you think after all, that we won't 
he have our Will notwithſtanding ? Ah! poor Soul, when 
rt any thing gets into our Heads, the cunningeſt of you all 
fort will prove but an Af to us. Taking ſo much care to 
hinder us from tranſgreſſing, is only the way to make us 
Adeſire it the more; and if I were diſtruſted by a Husband, | 
| I ſhould be ſtrangely inclin'd to make his Fears real. _ 
= Sir Poſ. Oh lovely! oh lovely! this is the Fruit of 
your Education, good Mr. Tutor. You can bear al] this, 
in quite unconcern'd now. 
Free. Why, I think, e there's ſome Rcaſon in 
„i what ſhe ſays. Young People love a little Liberty —— | 
Sir Poſ. But that Love of Liberty, wiſe Sir, if *tis 
1855 andulg” d in Youth, is not bo eaſily rooted out afterwards, 


— — 
— — — — 
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And your Complaiſance won't have the Effect you deſire. | 
when ſhe's oblig'd in changing her Condition, to chang | 
her Manner of Life too. 

Free. And why change It? 

Br Poj. Why? 

Free. Ay, why ? 

Sir Poſ. Nay, I don't know. 


Free. ls there any thing in it contrary either to Vi ird | 


or Prudence ? 

Sir Poſ. What if you marry her, will you give her th: 
ſame Liberty ſhe has now? 

Free. Why not? 


0” 2 TO IEP 


Sir Poſ. Let her have her Rings and her Ribbands, * 


and her Waſhes and Patches, and the reſt of this Trum. 


Perus hey ? 


Free. Certainly. 
Sir Poſ. Let her run, like a mad Woman, to Operas, 


Plays, Afemblies, and the Duce knows _ hey | = 


Free. Yes. 


Sir Poſ. And ſuffer young Fallows to come to you þ 
own Houle too; 


Free, Why not ? 


Sir Poſ. To junket it, and prance it, and dance i, 
and card it; and, and, and lay fine things to your Wife 
hey? 


Free. Ay. 5 5 
Sir Poſ. And you 1 ſee theſe Doings Without any 


Reſentment, hey? 


Free. Ay, ſure, Brother. Y 
Sir Poſ. Go you're a Fool, you're a Fo 


TT 0 Dorinda.) Get you in, get you in, pray go in, that 


you may nt hear theſe ſhameful Leſſons. 
Dorin. [4 //ide.] No, but I'll go in and contrive hon 


to practiſe em, tho”, [Exit Dorinda 
Free. Well, Brother, you may act as you pleaſe, bu: 


mn ASHE RD} Ct } bay 


if it be my g good For tne to be made happy in Angelic, 


I ſhall ent conide in her Fidelity, and let her live 
with tic Gm Liberty and Eaſe ſhe does now. 


Sin Poſ. How glad ſhall I be to fee him a Cuckold! 
Free. 
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3, 


1 | 8 Free. If you fail to be one, Brother, it ought not to 
; be imputed to your want of giving Provocation for it. 
Sir Poſ. Very well! laugh on, Mr. Giggler ------ How 
* comical it is to ſee a Buffoon with Forty Years upon 
; his Back 
Ang. 1 aſſure him, he ſhall have no Cauſe to ſuſpect 
- me, if it be my Fate to marry him; but I'd anſwer for 
3 nothing, if I were to marry you. 
e Fir Poſ. Ah! ah! ah! | 
BY An ug. *T'were a Crime to deceive thoſe that truſt in us, 
i but People of your Temper deſerve no better Ulage —= 
| and 1 in ſhort I ſhould make no Scruple on't. 
Sir Poſ. Ah! wicked Tongue! 
„ Free, You bring all this on your own Head, Brother. 
Dome, Angelica, ſince my Brother has depriv” 9 you of 
your Siſter's Company, if you'll accept of me for your 
Guard, I am at your Service. 
5, Ang, With all my Heart — Sir Pofitive, farewel 
7. Wing: your Humour, and remember that locking up 2 
i Woman's Perſon, is only letting looſe her Indlinations, 
ui by ha, ha! | 
| Free, Ha, ha, ha! Brother, your Servant. 
. Po. Lm none of yours. Oh! how well they arc 
, Þ match'd! a lovely Couple indeed. A fooliſh old Fellow. 
ic, ho plays the Fop in a weather-beaten Carcafe ; and # 
poung Baggage that's an impudent Coquette. No, it 
Miſdom her ſelf were to attempt retorming ſuch a Fa. 
ny Emily, ſhe wou'd do no good in't. Dorinda, by keeping 
ſuch Company as this, may loſe what Seeds of Honour 
Thave ſown in her; I muſt even ſend her into the Coun- 
try to look after my Dairy and Poultry there, and then 
Nat e l be out of Harm's way. 


ON N =. Enter V alentine and 4 bebind. 


da. 74, There, Lewis, is that villainous Argus, that b ruth 


but lor of dear Dorinda. 
% Sir Poſe | Muſing and talking to binflf ] What a ſtrange 
Wks of Manners there js in this Town 

INS headlong here 


hve 


Youth 


ne —— ¶ TOR 
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Veal. I'll try if I can't get acquainted with him. Peri. 
that way I may be able to do ſome Good. 
Sir Poſ. Ay I mult leave this horrid Ton 
ſtay any Be the Girl will be ruin'd. 
Hal. If I] can but once introduce myſelf into his He | 
[Goes round Sir Poſitive, and makes him a B 
Sir Pop. Ly regarding him.] In the ne thy 
Fortune, thcre arc no ſuch Follies! 
il Val. iis does'n't fee me ſure. 
if Lewis. Perbaps, he's blind of that Side, let us! 
1 round to che other. | 
Sir Poſ. | thougat 1 heard ſomebody ſpeak —Tv 
all the Deren young Laſſes go no farther than. 
Lew's. Ge up nearer to him. 
It Sir Pe. There no Coxcomb comes — | Valentine m1 
118 a 159w Bow.) What docs he bow to me? [Lewis bow! 
he other Side.] Again! heyday, why what's the mi 
ing of theſe Ceremonies? who are you, pray? and | 
d'ye want! ? 
Vai. Pm afraid, I interrupt you, Sir. 
Si Pe May be you do, Sir. 
Val. Bur yet the Honour of your Acquaintance | 
great a Happineſs, fo exquiſite a Pleaſure, that I 1 
impaticnt to pay my Reſpects to you, Sir Poſh live. 
Sir Poſ. Perhaps ſo. 
Val. And I aſſure you, Sir, without any Difimula | 
that I am entirely at your Service. 
Sir Poſ. That I may believe, or not, Sir, as I pleak F 
Val. J have the good Fortune to be one of your Ne 
bours in the Country, Sir, for which I am extrer 
thankful to my ALS Deſtiny. 4 
Sir Poſ. Um. you do well. 
Val. But Sir, is there any News yet from abroad, * 
may be depended upon for true? | 
Sir Poſ. Perhaps, there is, Sir — and very likely i i; 
is not, Sir. News indeed, what have I to do with Nc | 
T8 d'ye take me for a Stock-Jobber, or a Writer of L 
. or weekly- Journals? Why, Sir, I would not give 
5 paring of my Nails for a Horſe- load of News. 


* 1 * 


i 
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'1 Val. Very true, Sir, but a Man may be curious enough 
I ometimes to enquire —— Tis no Matter tho', for this 
Town affords us other Diverſions enough Pray, 
How d'ye ſpend your Time here, Sir Pofe tive ? 
# Sir Poj. About my Buſineſs, Sir. Why, what a Pize 
pf an impertinent Fop am I peſter'd with ? ; 
Val. Ay, Buſineſs! but voa mult ſometimes relax, Sir 


Poſitive. A Man that! 8 always buſy, never does any 
Buſineſs at all. 


Sir Poſ. And a Man that's always raking, Sir, never 
1 talks to any Purpoſe; and that's one wile Saying for 
another. 

me. 


Val. But how do you paſs your Evenings ally 
Si Poſ. Paſs my Evenings? Why, juſt as I pleaſe, Sir. 
„ Viual. You could not have ſaid better, Sir. The higheſt 


good Senſe appears in never doing any thing but what 
my one pleaſes. It I did not think you were too much en- 
1 * gd, I ſhould be glad to wait upon you m an Evening 
ſometimes, and — 
Sir Poſ. Sir! — your Servant. [4/7 de.) V alt on me, 
n an Evening indeed! a very pretty Propoſal, truly! No, 
. no, no; beware of that, beware of that. [ Exit Haſtich. 
4 # Val. Soh! what d'ye think of this whimſical Bear? 
e | Lewis, Why, that he is one half Brute, and t'other 
| half ſomething ten times worſe. 
ul 727. How ſhall I come at this dear Girl, or which way 
| acquaint her with my Inclinations? Harkye Raſcal follow 
cal me in directly, and invent ſome Mcans or other to de- 
is ver me from this N or thy Bones ſhall ſuffer 


| for the deficiency of thy Brains. [Exe Ant. 


þ ATE ERIE 8 e ORE ED'S) 


f | 4 ES C E N E, 4 Room i in Sir Humphry Henpeck $ 
Ad Houſe. 


Enter Maria, Dorothea, and Liſctta. 


Maria. Well, 'tis charming walking in the Park this 
1 Magi I adore this End of the Town, my Dear. 
; ng Doro. 
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Dore. *Tis Paradiſe it ſelf, my Dear. Here one ca 
trip out in what Dreſs one pleaſes, or at what Hour or: 
pleaſes, and no Notice taken. 

Marig. Ay! but it one were to do 'F in the City, ON: 
ſhould have a "Thouſand Creatures with their Counter 
Countenances, ſtuck in their Shop-Doors, to ſtare upo 
„ come hither ! 

Liſet. Madam? | 

Maria. Her Te; * of my Hood — Softly, Clum 
Fiſt; how you tumble my Head with your Thames-ſtre 
Ha nds ! 

_ Lifet. ] do it as ſoftly as I can, Madam. 

Maria. Yes, but as ſoftly as you can, is very roug 
for my Lead; and you have almoſt pull d my Nec 
out of Joint. 

Doro. And here, take this Mantel, and carry it 
my Wardrobe. Be ſure you drag it along the Groun: 
now. Where is the Wench going? What 1s ſhe doing? 

Liſet. Lackaday! Madam, 1 don't know what yo. 
mean by your Wardrobe. 3 ED 

Doro. Oh Stupidity | why the Place where my Cloth: 
hang, Ninny. 

Fiſet. O! the Preſs, Madam? . 

Maria. Yes, the Preſs, if thou wilt have it fo. | 

Lifet. So a Bs in the City, is a Wardrobe her 
t feerns. Well, Pall Ieam all the fine Names i 
Fins, ig 
Maria. What Pains one mult take to inſtruct the 
. Almanzor, Seats here. How hard 
1s, one can't have fomebody to reach Chairs Wel 
my Dear, this 15 a tranſporting Mount, is'n't it now 
and ſhamefully cheap I believe the People are Þ 
dead, and that we ſhall be oblig d to reach Chairs 1 
ur ſelves. 


Liter Alalan zor, 


Alm. Madam, there is - 
Maria. Where have you been, 9 7 
Aim. In the Street, Madam. 
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Maria. And why in the Street, prithee ? 
Alm. Why, you bid me wait without, did'n't you, 


Madam? 


Maria. O the Blockiead! did not you know, that 


evithout, in Quality Terms, means only the Anti- 
Chamber? I. 


Alm. But, Madam, there's a Foctman below asKks if 


| you are at Home, and ſays his Maſter is coming to 
wait on you. _ 


Maria. And who is this Footman's Maſter? 
Alm. My Lord Apemode, Madam. 
Maria. Hah! my Dear, a Lord! this muſt be ſome 


Perſon of Taſte and i Politerie s, who has heard of us. 


Doro. Certunly, my Dear. 
Maria. We'll receive him where we are; but let us 


ſet our Heads in a little Order firſt. Lilla, quick here, 
hold the Counſellor of Graces to us. 


Liſet. Troth, Madam, I don't know what Creature 
that is. 
Maria. Bring us the Looking-Glaſs, Ignorance; and 
take care not to defile it by the communication of 
your Image. 


Marks ani Dorothea adjuſting Themſelues. 
Martin enters with great Ceremony and jalutes them. 


Mar. You may very well be ſurpris'd, Ladies, at the 
Boldneſs of this Intruſion, but - you may blame your 
ſelves for it. 

Maria. How o. my Lord! S 

Mar. Why, tis the Eclat of your Wit and Beauty, 


which brings it upon you; for Merit has to me lach 


potent Charms, that I purſue it every where. 
Dero. If you purſue Merit, my Lord, you mult not 


hunt in our Grounds. 


Maria. Or if there's any here, my Lord, "tis you chat 


| have brought it along with you. 


Mar. Ah, dear Madam! —— Nay the. very Beauty 


. cha Compliment deſtroys it ſelf, and proves that 
1 = 


C2 Fame 
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Fame has been true to your Deſerts: In ſhort, Ladies, 


you pique, repique, and capot all that's Polite in the 
Univerie. 


Maria, Your Complaifance, my Lord, is too liberal 
and my Coulin and I ſhall take care not to give toc 


much credit to your Flattery. 


Doro. My Dear, I think we ſhould call tor Chairs. 
Maria. Almanzor., Chairs this Moment 
Mar. But tay, | aics: am J ſafe here! ? 

Moria. Sate, my Lord! 

Mar. Ay, is there no Cruelty deſign'd here, no Thet 
upon my Heart, no Attempt upon my Liberty ? Hah 
| fee Eyes there, that look Suſpicious. Troth, Ladies, | 
muſt even ſcamper tor it, unleſs you'll give Bond tha. 
they mall do me no Miſchief. 

Maria. There's Wit and Delicacy, my Dear —— 0h. 

my Lord, our Eyes have no ill Deſigns, and your Hear 
may reſt ſatisfy*d of their good Behaviour. 

Mar. { combing his Wig at the Glaſs.) Well, Ladies 
what d'ye lay of this End of the Town? _ 

Maria. We can't ſay enough of it, my Lord. 


Var. There's nothing can be call d Living, an) 
Where, But here. 


Dero. Oh! nothing, nothing. 
ar. No, nothing Ladies of your Accompliſh- 
ments are ſcarce ever alonc, I ſuppoſe. 

Maria. Alas! my Lord, we are but little known her: 


Yer. 


Mer. Oh, Pil do your Buſincts, Every body of Taft ; 


viſits me, and F never rife without a Dozen of the Bea 


Efprits at my Levee. 
Maria. My Lord, we ſhall be infinitely oblig'd i a 


you, if you'll help introduce us a little to the Bea) 
Mende. 


Mar. That, Madam, 1 ſhall do with infinite Plc: 
ure. There's a Knot of us, you muſt know, of bot 
Scxes, who claim an uncontroulable Authority in th! 
empire of Politeneſs. Whatever we do, is the Sta- 
dard of Taſte; and whatever we fancy, paſſes fol 

—— " 
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ish. 
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Mar. I'll preſent you with one a-piece, Ladies, richly 


NE | bound. Tis beneath my Quality, indeed, but I only do 
Ca | 


bot 
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the Faſhion; and keeping us company only, is ſufficient to 
ecſtabliſh a Reputation. 


Maria. Oh, moſt certainly! and by that means one 


ſhould be inttrudted in a thouſand things which are the 


very Eſſence of all faſhionable Converſation, and without 


which, I would not give a Pin for all the Wit in the 
World. 


Mor. Wit, Madam! lack-a-day, I'll eſtabliſh an Aca- 


demy of Wits at your Houle, and promiſe you there ſhan't 
be a Rhime made in Town, but you ſhall have it by heart 
before any of the reſt ----- As for myſelf, ſuch as you ce 
me, I write a little when I'm in the Mind: Let me fee — 
ads find handed about of mine in the whole, about two 


undred Songs, four hundred Epiprams, and above a thou- 
ſand Lampoons, without reckoning Prologues, Epilogues, 


| Riddles, and ſuch like. 


Maria. Oh, Riddles! ] love a | Riddle moſt furiouſly, 1 


„ $hink nothing 5 exquiſite. 


Mar. Why, Riddles are difficult, a require a pecular 
Turn of Genius and Wit --- you ſhall fee ſome of mine, 
n. that won't diſpleaſe you. 
Doro. For my part, I'm ſtrangely fond of an F Pier am, 
Mar, Ay, very pretty, very pretty. I have made four 


of them this Morning already: They exerciſe the Wit, and 


are a kind of Bitters that whet the Poetick Appetite. 


Maria. Then Odes are agreeable too, when ney are 
well turn'd. 


Mar, Odes! Ay, that's my particular Talent; and I'm 


| about turning the whole Roman Hiſtory into Odes. 


Maria. That muſt be infinitely fine: I beſpeak a hun- 
dred Copies at leaſt if *tis printed. 


it for the Bookſellers Profit, who are always importuning 

Pe. 

Doro. No wonder they are, my Lord. _ 

Mar, As you ſeem, Ladies, to be fo fond of Wit 

and fine Things, I'll ſend you an Extempore, which ! 

ade N at a certain Ducheſs's of my Acquain- 
3 tance; 
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tance; for I'm an old Dog at Extempore s, you muſt 
KO W. 
Maria. Oh, an Extempare is the very Touchſtone of 
W it. | 
Mar. I have made a Tune to't likewiſe, which is alto. 
g ther as good as the Words. | 
* Maria. Have you learnt Muſick then, my Lord? 
Mar. I, Madam! No not at all. 
Dero. Then how could you make a Tune, my Lord ! 
Mar. Oh, Madam! People of Quality nord every 
thing ---- without /car7ing any thing at all. 
Moria, Certainly, my Dear, 
Mar. Ay, ay, they have Taſte and Accompliſhments 
of every kind by Inheritance, Madam. They are born 
J'oets and Painters and Muſicians and every thing as 
they are Lords. For my part 1 abhor all Pains, I even 
let Nature take its courſe, and truſt to Paternal Wit and 
Merit. 
Maria. But you was educated at the Univerſity, I ſap 8 
poſe, my Lord. 
Mar. Alas, Madam, no, no, that's quite out of Fa- 
ſhion. A College is good for nothing but to make one 
fovenly and pedantick. The Education of e of Fa. 
ſhion is now-a-days more at large. | 
Doro. But then you have travell'd, to be ſure, my Lord. 
Mar. Yes, Madam ------ I have rode Poſt thro? every 
Town in Great Britain --- for *tis neceſtary, you know, to 
be perfectly well acquainted with one's own Country firſt. 
After that, Madam, I drove all Europe over, and I think 
I may ſay, without Vanity, to as much purpoſe as mo: 
People of Quality now-a-days do. D'ye ice this Lace, 
Madam; 
Maria. As fine as a Cobweb, my Lord. | 
Mar. I his I purchas'd at Bruſſels. This E mb. oider | 
had done for me in Paris, ö 
Doro. Wonderfully Rich! 
Mar. This Linen, wove on purpoſe at Cambray. 
Maria. No Cambrick comes up to it! 
Mar. This Diamond Button, Madam 
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3 


| Maria. Ah! it puts out my Eyes —— 
Mar. This Brilliant I bought of a Few at the 77, e. 
1 hen as for my Solitaire Um, I have forgot where 


twas made But my Chaplain ke pr the Journal of my 


Travels, I can know of him; I think *as larger by ſome 
Inches than any I have ſeen 


Doro. Moſt e: ocmcly gentecl! 


Mar. So you fee, Ladies, I did not go abroad for no- 
thing; l'm come hoine alittle more improv'd than I went. 
3 Maria. Super latively complete] your Lordf up. nas not 
Al Inch of any thing 1229/55 avout you. 

Mar. Nothing, noth; ng, Madam, except this Oaken 


fick, in my Hand: This indeed is the Product of F"inajor 


|; 1 oreſt. 


Maria. AY, my Lord, an Viel b Club is fit to keep 


Engl Bvli-Dogs at a drftance. 


Mar. Dye obſerve what a furious grim Phiz here is; 


LI 


pow when a Man is affi onted, *t2s only ſhewing the Face 
of his Staff, and he has no occaſion to d liſcorpoſe his own 
& Counte! 1ance, you knovr. 


Doro. True, my Lord 


But did your Lor clip 


bing! home nothing from Name ? 


Mar. A whole Barn of Curioiities, Madam: Old 


Coins, Medals, Statues, and Pictures by the Hundred 


rd. | W eight. 


heb | 


Maria All Antiques and Originals, to be RY 
Mar. Truly, Madam, I can't tell chat; J was not at 


1 pains of collecting them myſelf. They are what they 
ſhould be, tho', I don't queſtion ; for they colt a nord 
deal of Money, - 


and the Price you know in thoſe cafes 
is the only thing we ever judge by. 

Doro, We'll come and ſee * em, my Lord, and give our 
Opinion. 5 
Mar. Lack a- day, Madam, they are al huddled toge- 
ther for the preſent, for want of Apartments proper to place 


em in; but I have ſent my Builder over to Venice, to bring 
home a Score or two of Models, and then I ſhall immedi> 
ately fall to Building ——*tis Building! Building, Madam 


* Which a Man OW muſt manifeſt his . þ aſte. 
C4 Maria. 


—— ae ID 
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Maria. Oh, I adore our new way of Building! fo de. 


licate! ſo quite Novelle and out of the Way. 


Mar. Such noble Ryſticks without, ſuch clegant Stuccho | © 


within, and ſuch a Grove of Chimnics on Top! 


Doro. With Windows no larger than the Mount of | 


one's Fan! 


Maria. And a Wall before, as high again as the Houſe; 
which ſerves fo ſublimely for a Blind, and by which means 
the inſolent Rays of the Sun are fo utterly excluded, that 


one would think one's ſelf at Noon day in ſome under. 
ground Cavern! 


„ Right, Madam, but then a Lanthorn in the Hall, 

as big as a Light-houſe; and ſuch a Blaze of Wax in the 
Evening, 1s ſo charming! Such a polite turning of Night | 
in every reſpect into Day, that nothing better could ever | 


have been thought of! 


Maria. Superlatively exquiſite | - — But come, my Lord, | 
we are going to Deard's this Morning to purchaſe a few þ 
Rings and Shells, and ſome other Necefſaries ; ſhan't we Þ 


have the Affiſtance of your Lordſhip's Fancy? 


Doro. That Shop is a Cabinet of Delights! one W 


lay out a whole Fortune there before one knew one had 


got any thing one wanted --- Come, Wy Lord, youll o0 


with us. 


Mar. Why, to tell you the Truth, Madam. I'm en- 
gag*d to be at a famous Auction of Books this Morning. 
Maria. YourLordſhip, I ſuppoſe, is a very great Reader 


Mar. Yes, Madam --- of very ſmall Things: a Six 


penny Poem or Pamphlet, now and then a Monthly Ma- 


gazine, and if J want a Nap after Dinner — a Week) 


Journ al. 


above a Pamphlct or News-Pajex. 


Mar. No, --- no more than they ſtudy any thing abore 
Quadrille, or an Opera-Song --- But a Man muſt have 3 
Library, you know, and then he muſt have Books to put | 


5 
7 


Maria. Oh, no body of Taſte reads any thing now 


in it — and if the Gilding be 9005 they make a Pry or- 


— Fi igure enough. | 


| Dare 
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oro. True, my Lord --- But this ſhall not ſerve for an 


Excuſe. 


Maria. No, he poſitively ſhall go. 
[Taking hold of his Sleeve. 
Doro. [Taking hold of : "other Heere. Yes, we inſiſt 


pon it. 
go [ Bawling out ſuddenly J Hold! hold! hold! What 
| &ye mean, Ladies, what d'ye mean! what Uſage is this! 


[ Murder! Murder! 


Maria. Bleſs me! What's the matter, my Lord! ? 
Mar. What! both at once againſt my Heart? to attack 
ö me Right and Left thus! *Tis contrary to the Law of 
Nations: Two to one is downright Cruelty, Butchery, 
| Murder, and Manſlaughter. 


orc. 


| ſure! g 


Maria. Ha, ha, hat. Admirable! Witty beyond mea- 


Doro. You are more afraid than hurt, and your Heart 
| eres out before *tis wounded. 
Mar. S'life, Madam, I'm all one Wound from Head 
| to Foot. - 

Maria. Come along, then, come e along, you merry Mor- 
al for go you ſhall. 

Mar. Nay, Madam, I find *tis in vain for me to reſiſt 

| [ muſt be a Sacrifice to ſuch Potent Charms. 


4 80 the poor Sheep, with fragrant Flow? rs array . 
Is drag d a Victim to the Cyprian Maid; 


wed 


So fatal tis, alas! tod much to pleaſe! 
In vain it ſtrives, in vain it bleats, poor Beaſt ! 
{ Since doom'd it is, and at each Horn a Prieſt. 


8 
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Sir Poſitive Bubble and Dorinda. 


Sir Poſ. XJ ER well, very well. I know the Spark by 
the Deſcription you give 1 me of him; chis 5 


his Houſe, you ſay? 


Dorin. The ſame. 
Sir Poſ. And his Name” 8 amine, you ſay? 2 
Dorm, ee... | 
Sir Poſ. Very well; go you in then, left he Moul 
chance to come out and ſee you here; depend upon ms, | 
* me alone; get you in and be eaſy, and leave me to < þ 
, Il go talk to the young Shatter-brains preſently. 
Den Well, this is a bold Project - But the dreadful 
Situation J am in will ſufficiently excuſe me with reaſonab!: 
People. : 1 2 A. 
Sir Poſ. Ay, ay, 1 don't wonder now he was ſo might] 
ceremonious --- Strangely fond of my Acquaintance!---Yez 
and he ſhould be g glad to ſpend an Evening with me non 


and then: Ah, Serpent --- But let's loſe no Time ---- Oh! 


here he is coming out, and his Qhoulder-Knot Puppy 1 
his Heels that ſupple Raſcal. is his chief OS 1 


ſcems. 
Eier- Valentine and Lewis: 


Pal Sir Pof five Bubble! your moſt humble Servati 


Sir, am heartily glad to ſee you, Sir. 


| Sir Poſ. And I am glad to ſee you, Sir, but I can't ſtoop 


ſo low to tell you fo, --- I think your N. ame is Fami, 


Val. At is, Sir. 
Sir Poſ. Very well, Mr. Valentine; then I'm come ti 


talk with you a ttle and therefore be ſo gcod as 0 


anſwer 


* 
5 
1 
6 


bf 
82 . for you to deſiſt from your Pretenſions, and not trou- 
i ble | aer any more with your impertinent Paſſion. 


* 
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| er me one Thing. Do you know, that I am Guar- 
Jan to a Girl, young, and tolerably handſom; who lives 
in this Neighbourhood, and 1s called Dorinda: 2 


Val. I do, Sir. 


4 | Sir Poſ. If you know it, I need not tell it you : But do 


u know likewiſe, that Pm more nearly concern'd for her 


| than as a Guardian, and that I deſign her the Honour of 
being my Wife? 


Val. No, truly. 3 
+ Sir Pof. Then, that I do tell you, becauſe you don't 
know it; and at the ſame time, that it would be very pro- 


Val. Who? I, Sir Poſitive? 


Sir Poſ. Yes, you, Mr. Valentine — Come, come, it 


k nilies nothing to diſſemble: I am not to be deceiv'd. 


to 


ai. Pray, Sir Poſitive, who told you any ſuch thing? 


q Sir Poſ. Why, thoſe that may be believ'd, Sir. 
Val. But 1 are thoſe? 


Fir Poſ. She herſelf; What fay you to that n now? FE - 
| ' Fai She? -- * 


Fi. Poſ. Yes, ſhe; is not that ſufficient? Like: an honeſt 


Girl, ſhe juſt now diſcovered the whole Affair to me, and 


FE waat's more, charg*d me to tell you, that ſince you have 


purſu'd her thus, which ſhe's greatly offended at, her 


Heart has but too well underſtood the Language of your | 


Eyes; and that 'twill be in vain for you to pretend to any) 
Favours from her, which are contrary to the Affection ſhe 


, Telerves for me. 


Val. 15 it ſhe herſelf, do you ay, that ſent you here 


. Sir Po. Ves, ſhe ſent me here to tell you 95 and that 


0 he would ſooner have let you known her Sentiments upon 


it, if ſhe had found any Opportunity; but that at length 

ſhe was oblig' d to make uſe of me to inform you, that 

you have follow'd and ogled her long enough, and that if 

5 have ever ſo little Senſe, you'll take other Meaſures. 
Vel. Take other Meaſures 


Sir ir Poſ 
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Sir Poſ. Ay, take other Meaſures, Sir, — think 1 
plain enough. 


Val. ¶ Aſide.] I' gad, I think ſo too. 


Sir Poſ. This, Sir, is all I have to ſay to you at pt 


ſent, and ſo your Servant, Sir, without any Ceremony. 


and we beſeech you for the future to mind your own Bui) 
neſs a little better. 


5 myſterious Buſineſs ? 


Sir Poſ. | At a diſtance, watching them.] He's ſtrang:! 
ſurpriz'd. 


Lewis. Think? why, there's no M yſtery i in it, Sir, 4 


x 
& 
: 


Val. Soh! What doſt thou think, Lewis, of th | 


6 * W 


leaſt, none that you ought to be diſpleas'd at. The Mel 


ſage does not look as if it came from one who had a min} 
you ſhould give over your Addreſſes to her. 


Sir Poſ. It works purely. _ [Aft 


Val. Could I but think fo, Lewis. Oh, the der 


Charmer! ] 


Lewis. Huſh, huſh, none of theſe Tranſports ; 3 you ke 
8 be obſerves us, let's get out of his Sight. 


Val. But where? What to do? I don't know where | 
am, nor what I ſay, nor 
Lewis. Come, dear Sir, come 1 = [Af de.] Bii 
lam, I think, is the fitteſt Place for you at preſent 
Exe 
Sir Poſ So, he $ dd off, with a F lea . Ex 
He did not expect ſuch a Meſſage, PII warrant him. Noi 
let me go in and ſatisfy Dorinda: I'm glad to find the Edu 
cation I have given her, produces ſuch good Fruit in her 


Virtue is all ſhe minds, I find; her Virtue is fo very ni 
too, that *tis offended at the bare Look of a Man---We!. 
I'll go and cheriſh theſe good Principles in her, [EA 
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; SC E N E changes to a Rowe 1 Sir Poſitive 


Aﬀut 
dee 


ju {| 


ere | 
| Bet 


xe. 


[ Ei Xt, 


NY * common with theſe tinfel Blades. 


+. Bubble's Houje. 


x Derinds 2 ine at a T able with a Letter, cal d up, in 


ber Hand. 
Donn i'm afraid my Lover is ſo blinded by his Paſſion, 


95 that he does not diſcover the Intention of my Meſſage ; 
and ſince my Cale is fo deſperate, and I've ſuch an excel- 
| lent Meſſenger, I'll ev'n run the risk of ſending him ano- 
ther, that ſhall ſpeak more plainly 
'F know what I am doing? 


But hold — do I 


Is not this Proceeding of mine 
liable to the ſevereſt Cenſure ---- What will the World ſay? 


| Nay, what will He think of me? To throw off my Sex's 
Modeſty, and confeſs an Inclination for a Man that's al- 


moſt a Stranger to me It muſt not be. | Puts away the 


Letter.) And yet if I do not, what muſt become of me? 
Why, I muſt be marry'd! marry'd to an old Brute, Ty- 
rant, and what's worſe than all, a Fool, and an obſtinate 
Fool too; [Taking the Letter again.] 


That, neither, muſt 
not be. No, I'll rather truſt to Valentine's Honour, 8 | 
the World's Compaſſion ——and fo Heart take Cour oe! 


K but here comes my Jailor. 
Wo 8 
No 
Edu 
n her 
y nil 

Welz 


15 Lhe Letter in her Pecket, and rakes ber Mork. 


Enter Sir Poſitive. 


' Sir Poſ. Here, Iam come back, Love. 
Dorin. Well. 


Sir Poſ. Your Meſſage ba, had its full Effect; our 
Spark's Buſineſs is done completely, and ſo let us talk 
Wot him no more, nor think of him no more; the flut— 
Kring Coxcomb only wanted to impoſe on you, and 
augh at you afterwards. Ay, a thing common, a thing 
They have fine 
__ Lace and Feathers in abundance; ſmart Wigs, 


white 
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taking you to the Bed and Embraces of a Man, wh 


two Halves of one Fleſh, yet the one is the ſuperior H 
and t'other the inferior, and the Obedience which a wt 
diſciplin'd Soldier ſhews to his General, or a Servant! 


Husband, her Chief, her Lord and Maſter --- d'ye nu 


me, Girl; . 


did that Coxcomb, Valentine, ſay, when you deliver'dr 


that you ſent me, he was quite ſtruck dumb --- He'll n 


more Work for us yet. 


white Teeth and a ſmooth Tongue; but I affure yy 
there's a Cloven Foot underneath, and they are ſedut 
Fiends, who endeavour to make a Prey of all female H 
nour. 
Dorin. So! believe. | 
Sir Poſ. Doſt thou ſo--- Odd, give me a Kiſs, gives 
a Kiſs; I will give thee a Kiſs for that. | 
Dorin. Aſide.] Oh, the Beaſt! 
Sir Poſ. [Taking a Chair and fitting down by her.] A 
now, Girl, lay aſide your Work, and hearken to me à 
le. - Dorinda, | intend to marry you within theſe Þ 
Days, for which you ought to admire my Goodnek, | 


Heart has refus'd to a hundred Ducheſs Lagann the H 
nour it does you. 
Dorin. | Afide.] Soh! | 
Sir Poſ. Marriage, Dorinda, is a weighty Thing, 4 
manifold are the Duties incumbent on à Wife. Your 
becomes abſolutcly dependent in that State, and all 
Power is on the Beard-Side: For tho' Man and Wife 4 


his Maſter 1s not to be compar'd with the Docility, Si 
miſſion and profound Reſpect, which the Wife owes to 


Dorin. Yes, Sir Poſitive, J do mind you, indeed, 2 
think what you ſay 1s moſt incomparable --- But pray ul 


Meſlage ? 
Sir Poſ. Say? I don't know what he ſaid ; what dos! 

ſignify whether he ſaid any thing at all or not. He wol 

have denied the Thing at firſt; but when I once told hi 


come here again, I warrant him. 
Dorin. I am afraid he will, and that "OY 18 cutting 01 


Sir Poſ. How! what reaſon have you to chink ſo? 
Dari 
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: I Dorin. You had no ſooner left me, but, juſt throw- 
duy Ws up the Saſh for a little Air, a gay young Fellow ap- 
el Far'd under the Window, who, with a low Bow, and a 
Compliment from Valentine, gung a Box directly into the 
Room, with a Letter in it, ſealed like a Billet- doux; I 
weg would inſtantly have thrown | it back to him, but he imme- 
 Gaccly made off, and left me half mad with Vexation and 
Reſentment. 
Fir Poſ. Mercy on us, what a Plot is here! what "8 
range piece of Cunning and Knavery! 
Dorin. My Virtue obliges me to ſend back directly both 
the Box and Letter to this impertinent Creature But 
{who can I moſt properly fend it by? I would not willingly 
| give you the trouble of it, Sir Poſitive 
Sir Poſ. Oh! no tr ouble, no trouble on tne con- 
trary, Sweet-heart, tis a Teſtimony of your Love and Fi- 
delity to me; *tis with the utmoſt Joy I undertake it, and 
you oblige me by it more than I am able to expreſs. 
1 Dorin. Here, take it then. 
Sir Poſ. But hold, let us fee what the Coxcomb ſays in 
it. Abundance of fine V elvet Trumpery, I warrant lum ; 
4 ., tis a ſubtle Raſcal. 
Dorin. Ah! for goodnels ſake, ſtay, {ta y —— don't 
„ ui ben it for the World, Sir Pofttive. 
to Sir Poſ. Not open it, why to? *twill only be a Laug] ung 
e nu pour for us, Chuck. 
Dorin. 27 de.] You are much miſtaken DZlolaling 
1, ie Hands as he goes to open is.] dear Guardee, kt me beg 
y ui of you not to do it. 
"dan Sir Poſ. Ay, but why! 7 way? 
Dorin. Why! ----- would not he have reaſon to believe 
i065 that *twas I did it? A Woman of {trict Honour, Sir, 
wolſhould never dare to open a Letter ſent her by a F el. 
d b low. The Curioſity one then diſcovers, ſhews a ſecret 
I Pleaſure in hearing one's ſelf flatter'd: No, return him 
the Letter this moment, ſeal'd up as it is, that he may ſce 
0 how deſpiſe him; that he may for ever deſpair of ob- 
taining his Wiſhes, + and no more attempt the like Extra- 
| Yagance, | 
Deng 1 8 Sor 2 


<* — — ů 


— ——— — 
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Sir Poſ. S' bobs, ſhe's in the right on't—I am charme] 
Love, with your Prudence as well as your Virtue — 
| perceive my Inftructions are rooted in her Heart — We F 
Girl, by ſo much Diſcretion and Honour, you ſhew vou 
ſelf worthy to be my Wife. 

Dorin. However, Sir, I would not balk your Curioſity, 
you have the Letter, you may open it if you pleaſe. | 

Sir Poſ. No, no, — no not I — lack-a-day, I har 
no Curioſity ; no, no, your Reaſons againſt it are too goo! 
for that. I'll go and unburden myſelf of it directly —| 
But harkye me, is not this fame Box that *twas in, a gau 
one? 

Dorin. Ves, moſt certainly. 

Sir Poſ. Hum — Why, then, I think, you need na 
ſend back that — keep it on purpoſe to punith the Knav: 
Od's me, a good Thought, and it ſhall be my Preſent t 
thee before our Marriage, Dove, inſtead of your Di 
monds and ſuch ſort of Bawbles. 

Dorin. By no means, Sir Poſitive- - He'll then ſi 
that I accepted his Preſent, and only ſent back the 5 
to make a Shew of my Virtue, and impoſe upon you — 

O by no means. 

Sir Pof. That's right again —— Ay, that's true. But 
I'm ſorry for it — Tis a N pretty Box, and I'n 
ſtrangely loth to part with it methinks, as it came ſo res. 
ſonable. Well, Dear, I'll be back with you again ven 
ſoon, therefore wait for me below in the Parlour, and { 
your Heart at caſe, I'll do your Buſineſs for you effectuul 
ly, PI. warrant thee. 

Dorin. 1 hope you will, Sir, and 1 don” t doubt i it before 
you have done. Ela 

Sir Poſ. How glad am I, how mightily rejoic'd to ſe 
this Girl fo framed modeſt! What a Treaſure of Honour 
have I in my Houſe! To look on the very Compliments 
of a Man as Treaſon; receive a Billet-doux as a high Af 
front; and to ſend it back to the Spark by me myſclf 
Wonderful! I'd fan know if my Brother's Laſs would have 
_ acted thus: But young Girls are juſt as they are taught. 

[Exit 
SCENE, 


„ ** 4 
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DFF 
wh SCENE, the Park. 


q 9 Euter Harcourt, Horatio, and Martin. 


a Har. Well, Raſcal — | 
vt Mar. My Lord, if you pleaſe, Sir. oe, 
Har. Which you pleaſe, Sir; what Progreſs have you 
%, made in your Amour? 5 3% ͥ Ty D 
FF Mar. O! moſt unconſcionable Progreſs for the Time. 
But lookye, Sir, I can't pretend to go on any farther with 
un it by myſelf. Unleſs you ſend me ſome Recruits, I muſt 
av. Þ raiſe the Siege, for they make moſt furious Sallies upon 
me; and Pgad Pm not able to ſtand them both. 5 
De Hor. Oh, I'Il ſend in my Fellow Reynard to your Re- 
lief. He has a brave ſprightly Genius, and will make an 
n ſij excellent Colonel, Ala- mode. 8 8 
e Mar. Ay, that will do, Sir; let me but have a Man of 
War for my Partner, and we'll fight it out. 
Har. And yet, Horatio, methinks J am loth to treat 
ba em in this manner. 1 3% og 

n Hor. Ah! Harcourt, the poiſon'd Shirt, I find, ſticks 
rer Icdoſe to thy Back yet. 3 

ve Har. I muſt confeſs, Horatio, tho' her Uſage of me has 
id det Forfeited my Eſteem, it could not ſo ſoon cure my Love. 
tual ¶ breath'd only for her, and my Heart lived wholly in her; 
ddl behold the worthy Recompence! I am rejected with 
om, and my Footman, becauſe he has a Feather and a 


zefore Bb 


Eat. Witle, receiv'd with open Arms: *Tis inſufferable! Harkye 
to ſe Nn, be ſure you never ſpeak again to me in her Favour. 
onou' Mar. I, Sir! marry Heav'n forbid. „„ 
ments Har, Never attempt to excuſe her Behaviour, by ſaying, 
x AF b only the Effect of Youth, and a lively Genius, and 
nyſclt' War 'tis natural for young Girls to be fond of Flutter, and 


d have 
ht. 
[ Exit, 


NE, 5 D Hor. 


kzIcd with Quality — I'll hear no ſuch Apologies. 
Mer. From any body but yourſelf, I ſuppoſe you mean, 


— 5 — _ * > Kh G 7 
— OW . —— 1 a 4 a 
N y * — 4 , 2 


Dear Frank and Ned, fare you well — I ſhall be glad: 


— Cs 


— 
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Hor. Ha, ha, ha! Martin's in the right on't. 

Har. But harkye, Sirrah, take care you don't over-ac 
your Part, aud let your AﬀeCtation run away with you 
Prudence; don't play the Buffoon inſtead of the Beau. 

Mar. Truly, Sir, I know no difference between 'em. 

Har. Yes, Sir, — but Extravagance itſelf may be actes 


extravagantly, and even a Modern Man of Taſte may | 
painted too glaring. 55 | 


Mar. O dear, Sir! that's impoſſible — Why, Sir, 
have heard more Abſurdities about Dreſſing, Singing 
Gallanting, Building, Poetry, Pimping, and other pan 
of Modern Politeneſs, while I have been adjuſting m 
Lord Apemode's Toupee in a Morning, than I could ute 
in a whole Fortnight But ſee, here they are up 
us —— Away, Sir, away immediately! « BY 


Enter Maria and Dorothea. 


give you a Meeting, Boys, at honeſt Zeptſon's, when yu 
wall. 3j ag 
Har. My Lord, your Servant —— We'll obey yo! 


Summons at any tine. Exeunt Har. and Ho 


Mar. Ah, Ladics! is the Sun riſen at laſt? J have bj 
expiring all this Morning for want of the animating KF 


of your Beauty. 


Maria. We are juſt come from the Levee, my Lou 
and were ſurprized we did not ſce your Lordſhip there. 
Mar. O dear, Madam, why---why ---a couple ot il 


Fellows, that you ſaw juſt now part from me, have i} 


me here theſe two Hours; and moſt cruelly perſecutcd T 
with their ruſticated Converſation | 
Maria. What, Harcourt ! that ſliffen'd Mortal, ti 
o ridiculouſly exact always. Heavens! has he no Ele 
. 1 3 
Mar. An odd Creature, upon my Taſte, and cat 


that will be & charitable as to adviſe him about his fd, 


ſuch an aukward Air about, that every Sight of him 


iwinging Laugh, Ha, ha, ha! 5 
Doro. Then, there was my Lover, I think, with . 
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hat eternal Reaſoner, Horatio, who by all that's ſerious 
& had the Conſcience to keep me a full Hour out of my 
uf Chariot in the Heat of the Sun. 
Maria. Ay, my Dear, that is the queereſt tictle tattle 
put —— one that has always the Art of ſaying nothing to 
ed“ you, with a world of Circumlocution. You can never 
_— what he's talking about, and all you're liſt'ning to 
p a mere Noiſe. 
„ Doro. Oh! there's nothing more my Averſion except 
ing. That Mortal, Lord Treatall we met juſt now, who has my 
ariÞ Fited the Whole Town to Dinner with him to-day. 
m Mar. Ay, he owes all his Merit to his Cook. the only 
ur] Þuſineſs of his Life is a Bill of Fare, and the only proper 
apo Flace for him to ſee Company 1s at his Table. 
Doro. And no body keeps a better. | 
Maria. True, if He were away. But, as he conſtantly 
| bro: up himſelf, Jol is always a ſtanding Diſh at it. 
lad: Mar. Ha, ha, ha! exquiſitely Pidzureſque. S'life, 
n 1 Ladies, you are as perfect in the Converſation of this 
End of the Town, as if you had been bred up here. 
y ven You'll lay your Reputations by thouſands and ten thou- 
1 Hag fands. 
ve be Maria. Why, truly, my Lord, I hope in a little 
g Ri time we ſhall become ſociable Creatures, and fir to 
| converſe wich the humane part of our Species; for 
Lor to ſay the Truth, we have ſerv'd a kind of Appren- 
nere. Ftiecſhip to it. We were under the Tutorage of the 
of (police Mrs. S/anderrwell, the whole Seaton, at Bath, latt 
ve K Tear. 
ui” Mar. Ah, poor Slenderwell! | that was an excellent, 
gear, oo0d-natur'd Creature, 
l, a Maria. Was! What d'ye meant 
10 Fil Mar. She is no more! EE 
15 fir Doro. No more : 
Aar. No the loſt her laſt Thouſand t other 
nd cu Want at the Maſquerade, in the Habit of a Roman 


him! . and then went home, and hook Hands with the 
Or 


with 1 


f ; „ e Ag 


litely. 


Aanum is the Tip- top of the Faſhion at preſent. 


| pos'd after it too. 


gar Wretches! 


is og ſhould be ſuffered to make ſuch an honourab: 
End 


I overheard two of my own Footmen ſetting up for Fre 
Thinkers; and, o my Conſcience, they rally d as well 0 


But come, Ladies, there's a new Play to be rehcars d 
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« As Fair, as Fearleſs, and as full reſolv'd, 
« As any Greek, or Roman of them all. 


Maria. I don't underſtand you, my Lord: -- | 
Mar. Why ſhe took a Doſe of generous Laudanun, 
Madam, that's alla pretty free Glaſs of Agua Mortis, | 
and fo chous'd her Ill-fortune at once. 
Maria. Poor Creature! I am ready to weep for he | 
and yet I ſcarce pity her neither, ſhe dy'd fo ph. 


Mar. Oh very politely! yes, yes, very politely. Lai-| 
Maria. Oh, tis the moſt charming genteel way of do. | 


ing the Thing, when People are a little out of humou | 
with the World. And then one muſt needs look lo com- 


Doro, True — and one would not care to Jook fright 
ful when one's dead. | 
Maria. But what a pity it is, that it ſhould be pollu-| 
ted, as it too often is, by the een Hands of vul-F 


Mar. That's true, indeed; and I think * tis a ſhame the 


Doro. But there's no keeping the Creatures from mi 
micking their Betters. 


Mar. That's very right, for *twas but t other Day that 


the Affair, and talk'd as ſmartly againſt Superſtition ai 
Prieſt-craft, and going to Church, and all that, as the bat 
of us all could ha? done. | 
Maria. Inſolent Animals! 
Mar. Ay, for theſe are Privileges, which People 0 
Breeding and Diſtinction only ſhould enjoy —— 


| 


this Morning, which I ſhould be glad to uſher y0 | 
to. | 
Maria. oe. Couſin, this Offer is not to be refus 1 
SO af, | 
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Mar. But, I beg you'll give it a Character; for I'm 
engag' d to ſupport it. Tis the Cuſtom here, you muſt 
know, for Authors to come and read to us Perſons: of 
Quality their new Performances, that we may ſpread 
their Reputation; and I'Il leave you to imagine, if the 
Pit dare contradict us. For my part, I'm very punctual 
in this reſpect, and when J have once made a Promiſe to a 
„ Poet, I'm ſure to cry out, That“ fine, before the Candles 
are lighted. 5 8 . 
Maria. Very well, my Lord, ſince we are inſtructed, 
| we ſhall extol every thing that's ſaid. Fo 
%% Mar. Then, to let you into a Secret, Ladies, you muſt 
ww} know, I have wrote a Play myſelf, which J deſign'd to 
m. have had acted, but that the raſcally Players had the Inſo- 

lence to fay there was no Wit in it. But *tis time to go, 
ht þ Ladies, if we would be there at the Beginning. 

| Maria. Oh, my Lord, we'd not loſe a Speech, for the 
oo ˙ ww N 
va Doro. No, not a ſingle Line, for the World. [Excunt. 


Enter Valentine and Lewis. 


abe! Val. What 1s it? od 
Leis. Troth, Sir, I don't know what it is, nor what 
mi: t means. A Box and a Letter, I think the old Savage 

fad, which Dorinda had receiy*d from you, which ſhe is 
tht mighty angry about, and returns the Letter without 
Fre fever opening it Dear Sir, open it yourſelf, and read 
It on quickly, and let's ſee whether J am out in my Con- 
and {tures or not. „ N | 
e bit 3 | 


VAI EN rn [Reads.} 
ple 0: | 


Don't queſtion but this Letter will very much furprize 
cars , and both my Deſign in writing, and the Manner of 
r yo ung 2% may be thought very raſh in me, But my Condi- 

WW will ſuffer me to obſerve no Forms. The Apprebenſion 
24, I * atteſted Marriage, with which I am threatued within 
M Pays, makes me venture at any thing; and as Pm deter- 
„ nin 


leaſt injurious to the Reputation of the aiſtreſs'd 
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min' d io deliver myſelf from it at any rate, I thought it jy; 
ter io chooſe you, than deſpair. You have for ſome time, , 


your Attions, given me reaſon to gueſs at your Inclinaticy;, 
and I would not have you think that the Difficulties Pm ui. 


der, are the only Cauſe of my favourable Sentiments for yu, 


tho* they indeed could only oblige me to diſcover em in th 
manner, and break through the Formalities which the U. 
cency of 7 my See requires If you have Humanity in Ju 
Soul, you'll affiſt me ſpeedily — and if you have Honour i 
your Freaſt, you'll do it in a Manner that ſhall be | 


Dol No- 


Lewis. Well, Sir, is not this Contrivance an Or 
, 


J. Yes; now, Lewis, I think her perfectly adorab. 
5 ry Strokes of her Wi it and Friendſhip add freſh 1 
to my Paſſion, Her Underſtanding, 1 fee, is as beau 
as her Perſon, and this Diſcovery of her Affection, 4 
far from being any Reproach to her Modeſty, that it oy 
vinces me that all female Virtue, as we young Fella 
think, does not he in Grimace; but that the Subſtance 
| Theirs as well as the Shadow, All that her dear HP 
felt, has her honeſt Hand here written: In Terms too 
moving, ſo full of Goodneſs, fo exquilitely frank, as u 
as tender — juſt as pure Nature ſpeaks, and noble ol 
rous Sentiments ſuggeſt. [ Reads again.] If you hare ti 
manity in your Soul, aſſiſt me ſpeedily , and if you hai 1 
ndcur in your Breaſt, do it in a Manner that al be the l. 
19urious to the Reputation of the diſtreſs Dorinda. Sure, 
ver yet was Wretch ſo void of cither, as not to liftenÞ 
ſuch a Call as this. 
Lets. Sir, pray pocket up your Letter for the | 
ſent, and reſerve your Comment upon it till andt 


Opportunity for here's our Gentleman upon our Ht 
again, | 


anc! 
4 


00! 
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e 
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«dof |: Vl. Yes, Sir, I here quit all my Pretenſions to you; 


Sir Poſ. 


The MAN of TAS Tx. 
Enter Sir Poſitive Bubble. 


Lewis. ¶ Making up to him.] Your humble Servant, Sir, 
I have return'd the Letter to my Maſter, Sir. Would you 
wo to have any thing more with me, Sir? 


Sir Pop. Yes, Sir, I'd have you hang' d if I could; but 


as that can't be done preſently, I'd have you adviſe your 
F Maſter to give us no more Diſturbance of this kind again. 


Lewis. Sir, my Maſter's here, if you plcaſc to ſpcak to 


| him yourſelf. 


Sir Poſ. Well, Mr. Foppington, will you ſend Love- 
| Letters with Gold Boxes again? You ſee how your precious 
Preſents are receiv'd. "Tis waſting Powder to kill Spar- 
rows, I aſſure you, Sir. The Girl! is wiſe, and has plac'd 
her whole Affection on me, ſo you had better mar arch Off 
and attack ſome other Place. 

Val. Your Merit, Sir, I muſt confeſs, is too great an 


Obſtacle to my Addreſſes, and you are bleſs'd with ſo 


guy Accompliſhments, both of Body and Mind, that 
tis Folly in me to diſpute Dorinda's Love with you, 

Sir Poſ. Very true — we know it. 
but then let a miſerable Lover, whoſe Torment you arc 
the Cauſe of, obtain one Favour of you however. 
I don't know that, *till J hear what it is. 

Hal. * Tis only this, that you would aſſure the charming 
Dorinda of the Purity as well as the Sincerity of my Pai- 
ion for her, and that I never entertain'd a Thought Which 
might offend her Honour. 

Sr Poſ. Very well. 

Val. That having my Fortune as well as Inclinations in 
my own Power, my utmoſt Ambition was to have fix'd 


them both upon her, had not your more fortunate Deny 


1 5 d a Bar to my Hopes. 

Sir Poſ. Right. 

Val. That — IR what will I ſhall love her to my lateſt 
Gaſp, and that nothing could have put an end to my cager 
Addreſſes, but the juſt Regard 1 have for your ſuperior 


Per it. 
Da Sir Po, 


Servant. Im much pleas'd to fee you here, Sir. 
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Sir Poſ. You ſpeak wiſely. | 
Val. And when you have inform'd her of this, tell her 


likewiſe, that if ſhe can think of any Method by Which! may 


more effectually demonſtrate the Honour of my Intentions, 
let her but me ke me acquainted with it, and I'll not be Mac | 
in the Execution. | 

Sir Poſ. Very well, very well, PII g0 preſently and tel 
her what you ſay, which I'm ſure wil pleaſe her; harkye, | 


young Man, as you ſeem to deal fo frankly with me, and | 


reſign your Pretenſions with ſo much Honour, Pl give you 


one piece of Advice — Get rid of this fooliſh Paſſion as 
ſoon as you can, d'ye hear me? don't let it hang about you | 


like a Third-day's Ague, to vex the poor Heart of thee, F 
don' t; no, don't, I ſay, Ha, ha, ha! | 
Val. Pll take your Advice, Sir, and ſeek an effectull 


Remedy for it as ſpeedily as poſſible; and fo farewel, Sir. 


AAſide.] What a ſpecial Cully have we to deal with! [ Exit, 

Sir Poſ. Ha, ha, ha! J could not help laughing at him, | 
and yet I pity the poor Wretch too; yes, I do pity him | 
with all my Heart, for it muſt be a fad thing to love fo vic 


lently, and yet deſpair at the ſame time. But he was a ſilly 
Dog to take it in his Head to beſiege a Fort which I was 


Maſter of. 
When Love and Duty guard the Views s Breaſt, 
The Coxcomb's vain Attempts are all a 89885 Ex. 
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AOT IV. SCENE I. 


8 0 E N E, A Room in bs Humphry Henpeck' 
"Hong: 


Sir Humphry Hank and F reelove meeting 


Free g* Humphry, your Servant. 


Sir Hum. Mr. Freelove, I'm your very nun 


bree. 
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* Free Then I hope, Sir, you'll be pleas'd with what 


brought me here you have known young Harcourt 
ay | for ſome time, I think, Sir Humphry. 
ne | Sir Hum. Ay, marry have I, and known him ſo well, 
al that I know few young F ellows that deſerve ſo well. 
Fre. I'm glad to hear you have ſo great a Value 
tell | for him; for tis on his Account I'm come to wait on 
| you. 
* | Pl, Hum. 1 was 4 ted with his F ather in my 
70u | ourney to Rome; he was a very honeſt Gentleman, 
| 2; | Mr. Freelove. 
70 4 | Free. I know it, Sir. 5 
ee. ir Hum. We were then but Fight and Twenty Years 
1 of Age, and a couple of jovial Blades, adod. 
ual | Free. don't doubt it. 
Sir. Sir Hum. We whisk'd the Roman Ladies about, and 
wi made ſome Noſes {well, let me tell you; our Pranks then 
im, Was all that was talk' d of, 
im Free. This is all mighty well, Sir Humphry: but to 
vic come to Buſineſs, Harcourt, 1 know, has a very great 
filly þ Eſteem for your Daughter, and as 1 with the young Fel- 
was low very well, I thought my Application | in his Favour 
| might facilitate the Affair. | 
FF Sr Hum. Mr. Freelove, 8 8 nothing more 1 
711 1 than ſuch an Alliance. He was here himſelf | 
Yeſterday on the ſame Buſineſs, when the Jade prov'd 
u n little reſty, it ſeems, and thereby gave ſome Diſ- 
guſt. But he muſt not mind that; adod, when I was 
* as he is, I did not regard a Girl $ flouncing a 
= 
Free. But how does my Lady approve of the Denen 
ck (Sir Humphry? we had beſt ſpeak to her 
Sir. Hum. No matter; no matter; I approve of it, 
that's enough. 
| Free. But won't be amiſs to have her Conſent too; 5 
Things will go the ſmoother. 5 
Sir Hum. There's no need on't; T'll anſwer for my 
ble Wife, and take the Buſineſs 205 myſelf 


Free 


- 
x 


— 


ö 1 
* 

3 
4 35 


+4 

AM 1 

= 
1 
1.5 
1 
\ ; 
: : 4 
li 


—— — —. — IEG 
* = A nes + p 


but here ſhe comes, I'll let her know my Intention 
rectly, | [Exit F reel 


ſee me, Wife? this ridiculous Nicety, and farcical fer 
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Free, Be it ſo: I'll leave you then to ſpeak to her, 


will return again preſently to hear what you have done. 
Sir Hum. O, tis done already, ſince *tis my Pleatir! 


Enter Lady Henpeck: 


Sir Hum. Soh! Wife; I'm glad you are come, for! 
ſomething to 
La. Hen. Pray, Sir Humphry, lean to {pcak to mel 
2 more civil manner. Will you never leave off that U 
barous Ruſticity of Behaviour? I muſt tell you, Sir, 
don't underſtand being treated 10 familarly. Sob, 14 
indeed! | 
Sir Hum. Well, my Lady, then, if it muſt be ſo— 
{ have an Affair of Importance to talk to you abs} 
and therefore, laying aſide Ceremony, hark you me} 
httle! 
La. Hen, Hark you me a title! O . was th 
ever ſuch a Phraſe! Why, Sir Humphry, will you be: 
ways murdering of Grammar and Conſtruction thus? 
Sir Hum. S'*bobs and Budakins, I can bear no long: 
J muſt ſpit my Venom, let what will come of it. ) 


tion of Learning and Taſte, and the Duce knows v. 


makes you laugh'd at every where for a men M. 
woman. 2 


La. Hen. How! 

Sir Hum. Yes, your being always poring over Bei 
thus, is mere Frenzy: and except a great Plutarch, ti 
1 keep my Bands in, you ought to burn all this uſt: 
Trumpery. I'll have you likewiſe remove out of the 
ret that monſtrous. Teleſcope, that's enough to fright 
one. You ſhould not meddle with what's done in! 
Noon, but what's done in your own Family a little me 
In ſhort, this Humour of yours has infatuated the wii 
Houſe. They know the Motions of Venus, Saturn“ 
Mars, all whom I have nothing to do with; and und 
ſtand every thing but what they W to underſtand. - 

| " 8. 0 
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T, 4 2 Hen. Very well! Sir. 
ne. Fir Hum. To reaſon, forſooth, is the Buſineſs of my 
aft Houſe, ſo that Reaſoning has baniſh'd all Reaſon out 
on of it; and I have a heap of Servants, without ever being 
eclor ad. One, in reading Poetry, burns my Meat; ano- 
ther, when I call for Drink, ſqueaks in Recitativo. 
La. Hen. How this Groſſnefs of Imagination ſhocks 
For! me! Is the Body, that Rag, of any Import tance? no, our 
I only Concern ought to be nourtſhing the Mind w ith the 
0 me. Food of Learning. 
ut bf FSi Hum. My Body 18 myſelf. and Pl take care on't 
oi You may call it a Rag if you pleaſe, but that Rag is dear 
„to me; and that fame Food of the Mind is but atty Nou- 
* niſhment for't. But I fay again, Wife, that a Woman's 
o— Library ought to be nothing but a Thimble or two, 
abu} g Thread-Paper, and a ſufficient Quantity of Fins and 
u me Necdles, . 
I. Hen. Mighty \ well wile Sir; won't you pleate to 
is tif go on? have you ne'er anotlier Bolt to ſhoot? 
beg Sir Hum. Al. de.] S'bud ſhe begins to look like 
$f. derte f, I muſt give over in time, or we ſhall be all in 
long the Suds here No, Love, let's talk no more of 
VF this, but come to the Buſineſs 1 wanted to conſult you 
\fﬀech * upon. Our Girl, you know, is now ripe for Matrimony, 
$ wal Land [ think We ſhould do well to lind out a Match for 
MF her. 
Lo. Hen. Oh, don't you take any care about that 
I have provided a Husband for her already. : 
Bf Sir Hum. But I have one propos'd to me that I have a 
h, ti great Reſpect for, and that is young Harcourt; you know 
uſ'Þ © him, my Dear. 
he Oi f 2 Hen. Ves, Sir Humphry, better than you Kue him, 
riguf or than he Knows himſelf. 1 know him to be an leon. 
in mus, Sir. 
mat 5 Sir Hum. In troth, that may FEY hs however, he's al. 
: ls l low d by every body to be Aa Gentleman of Honour, Wit. 
71 3F* Courage and Diſcretion. | 
unde , . Fim. How, Sir! I have no Judgment at all then, 
1, 1 ipal. SORE 
7, ub 5 Sr Hum. 


About to excuſe it. 


ſuch thing. 


fure. 
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Sir Hum. Softly, Duck, I don't fay that. 4 

La. Hen. What, are you reſolv'd to maintain 
Cauſe ? 

Sir Hum. No not I, but what's his Fault ? | 

La. Hen. Are you 10 ſottiſh, as to take his Part in 
all Senſe and Reaſon? 

Sir Hum. By no means, my Lady. But What $ k 
Crime ? | 

La. Hen. T'll warrant, you'd repreſent it as a thing «| 
no Conſequence, inſtead of nd in a Rage with him, 4 
you ought to be. | 

Sir Hum. No, no, my Jewel, I am in a Rage, in 
horrible Rage; and I with [ had the Raſcal here. But af 
ter all, what has he done tho“? 

La. Hen. Done! Why, he had the Impudence to 0 
in my Hearing, that Learning in Women was l 
Drunkenneſs in Men only made em both ridiculous and 
impertinent. 

Sir Hum. Is that all? 

La. Hen. What, don t you think it an e 
Affront? 

Sir Hum. Yes, yes, yes to be ſure. 

La. Hen. I ſhould have been glad to have ſeen you gone 


Sir Hum. Lack-a-day, Love! I don't intend to do an) 


La. Hen. Or aſter this, would you fo much as think 0! 
giving him your Daughter? No, but there's a young NO. 
bleman now in the Houſe, Lord Apemode he calls himſel 


He's a Man ſomething like a Man; a Man of Wit, 


Man of Politeneſs, a Man of Judgment, and a Man 0 

Gallantry. And I hope, Sir Humphry, you'll give me 

leave to be a better Judge of theſe things than you are. 
Sir Hum. To be ſure, you are, Wi. Ay, ay, to be 


. Hou” Very well, Sir; then don't offer to ſpeak a Word 
againſt my Choice. PII go and ſettle it with our Daughte! 


directly. Don't pretend to argue with me, for I'm reſolv'd. 


and that's Reaſon ne Exit Lady Henpeck 
E nter 


Dal! 1 


; ſent? | 


tat Free. Another Man! 
| Sir Hum. Yes, one Lord Apemode, I think, that ſhe's 
fa] mighty fond of. 
le Tree. What! that inſignificant Coxcomb, that Retailer 
and of other People's Wit and Verles; I'd as ſoon marry my 
I Daughter to an Echo Pray, what Anſwer did vou 
1 make herr 
dat Sir Hum. None at al for if I had, I ſhould have 
pll' an old Houſe about 1 my Ears. 
Free. A fine Reaſon. | Aſide. However you inſiſted 
TONG upon Harcourt's being the Man. 
Sir Hum. No, for finding ſhe was reſolyv'd on t other, 1 
any thought * twas better let alone, 
Free. Is it poſſible, Sir Humphry, a Man can 1 be ſo irre- 
& 0 plute as to give his Wife ſuch an abſolute Power over him, 
Nod be afraid to contradict whatever ſhe's ſet on? 
{ell ] Sir Hum. You ſpeak it with a great deal of Eaſe, 
t 24 Mr. Freelove; but you don't know what a Fury ſhe is 
| 0! | When ſhe once gets into the Humour. She makes a great 
me þ ftir about Philoſophy, but ſhe's never the lets paſſionate for 
It; and if ſhe's croſs'd never ſo little in any of her Whims, 
be a horrible Tempeſt enſues for a Fortnight at leaſt. When- 
I ever ſhe begins her Noiſe, I know not where to hide me, 
ord | The's fuch a Dragon; and yet notwithſtanding all this, I'm 
- forc'd to call her my Heart and my Life. 
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Enter Freelove. 


FR re. Well, Sir Humphry, my Lady's gone I perceive 


you have open'd the Affair to her? 


Sir Hum. Ves, yes 
Free. With what Succeſs? Has ſhe given Her Con- 


Sir Hum. Not quite, yet. 

* Free. Does ſhe refuſe? 

Sir Hum. No. 

Free. Does ſhe take time to Gar 

Sir Hum. No, no, ſhe never takes time to conſider ws 


J Bur ſhe has propos'd another Man. 


Free, 


= 
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Free. Her Power, Sir Humpbry, is founded upon * 
thing but your Weakneſs. Can't you for once reſolve :; 
ſhew yourſelf a Man, and be ſo bold as to ſay [ wil 

have it ſo? Will you let your Daughter be ſacrific'd to h 
Whims, and give all your Wealth to a ridiculous Nin; 


for ſix Lines of other People's Poetry ſcurvily repeated? 


dir Hum. What you ſay is true, Mr. Freelove; and I'n| 
reſolv d for the future to pluck up Courage. 
Free. That's well ſaid. 
Sir Hum. Tis a ſhameful thing to be under a Wii 
Command. 


Free. Right. 

Sir Hum. She has play d upoh my caly Temper. 
Nie. ue. 

Sir Hum. Led me by the Noſe like an Aſs. 
Free. She has 1o. 

Sir Hum. But I'll preſently let her know that my Daug 


2. 


ter's my Daughter; that I am her Maſter, and vil gn | 


her to whom ! pleaſe. 


Free. Ay, now you talk ſomething like. 
Sir Hum. Come along with me, Mr. Freelove, and you 
ſhall be Witneſs of my Reſolution, I have born it tor 
long, but will now ſhew myſelf a Man in ſpite of al 
the Wives in Chriſtendom; but come, we*ll go in, anc 


take a Bumper or two firſt, that We may ſtand i it out th. 
ſtouter. 


Free. With all my Heart, Sir Humphry, *_ . 


dently thought of. 


Sir Hum, Ay, Sir, and then you ſhall ſe what I © 


You ſhall judge who v wears the MINN gere [Exon 
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SCEN E changes to Sir Poſitive Bubble” 5 Hm 


Sir Poſitive Bubble and Dorinda. 


Sir Poſ. Never ſure was poor Raſcal ſo Thunder-{! ruc: 
as this Valentine when I return'd him his Letter unopen's 
He now — of all Hope, and has quite drawn of 


"_ 


| by: he conjur d me to il you, that his Love for you wag 
| the moſt pure and honourable, that his utmoſt Ambition 


Ffamy? 


03 


was to have made you his Wite, and by that means, 
| Mitees both of his Inclinations and Fortune; and that no- 
thing could have put an end to his Addreſſes, but the 


just Regard he has for my ſuperior Merit. 


Dorin. [ Afide.] I am glad Pm not decciv'd in him. His 


Looks always told me the Innocence of his Paſſion, 


Sir Poſ. At the ſame time he bid me aſſure you, that he 


+: | ſhould full love you to his lateſt Gaſp, poor Puppy! and 
| that if you can think of any Method by which he can 
more effectually 
| quainted with it, he'll not be ſlack in the Execution. 


prove it, if you'i] but make him ac- 


Dorin. | Aſide. ] Very well, I know my Meſſenger then. 
Sir Po. Theſe are his very Words; and truly, Dove, 


Pm ſo far from blaming him, that I heartily pity his Mis- 
fortune. 


Dorin. Pm ſorry, Sir Poſitive, you ſhould pity a Man 


| that I fo much abhor; for if you had that Love for mc 
you pretend, you'd be ſenſible of the Affront [ have re. 


ccived from his Addreſſes. 
Sir Poſ. But, Sweetheart, he did not know your Inclina- 


tions before 1 told him; and the Honeſty of his Inten- 
| tions 


Dorin. Is the endeavouring then to run away with People, 


ſuch an honeſt Intention? Is it the Part of a Man of Ho. 
pour to lay a Plot for carrying me off, anc marrying me 


by Violence? Could I have endur'd Lat le after ſuch In- 


Sir Poſ. How! 
Dorin. Yes, indeed, the inſolent NS talks of ob- 


ſtinin ig me by Force, I hear; and I can't imagine for my 
part, by what ſecret Pr actices he came to the Knowledge of 


our being to be marry*d ſo ſoon, fince I knew nothing of 
I wyfelf, till Yeſterday you told me ſo. But 'tis certain 


he's acquainted with it, and vows to prevent it. 
Sir Poſ. Vous, a Fool! lack-a-day, 
; W'ignity ? 


what do his Vows 


R Dorin. 


wo . — 
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a flimſy-back*d, ſpindle-ſhank*d, feather-brain'd Son of 1 
fine Lady! 


his ſpecious Affirmations. I'm very unhappy, I'm fur. 


his infamous Attempts againſt me. 
with! 
elf againſt him, and find ſome way to rid me of his co. 


_ endure theſe repeated Affronts. 
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Dorin. For Shame! your Mildneſs encourages his Fi 
If you had talk*d roundly to him, he would have fal 
your Rage, as much as my Reſentment; for *tis ſince g 
returning his Letter that he has form'd this Deſign, | 
as far as I can perceive, he preſumes, truly, that ] he | 


no manner of Averſion to him, and that whatever 


World thinks, I ſhould look on it as no hard Bargain 
exchange you for him. 
Sir Poſ. O Fool! Fool! no hard Bargain, quotha — 
Dorin. Alas! Sir Pofitive, he impoſes upon you . 


that after all the care I take to live with Honour and h. 
putation, I muſt {till be expos'd to the Morrification 


Sir Poſ. LA de.] What a virtuous Creature am 1 bleſs 
Dorin. For my part, I we unleſs you exert you 


tinual Perſecution, I'll give up every thing, and no long: 


Sir Poſ. Dear Jewel, don't be ſo much concern'd. Fez 
nothing, nor regard nothing. I am your Champion, ati 


no harm ſhall befal thee. 


Dorin. Oh! nay, Sir, if you don't regard it, 1 har 


no more to ſay. I beg your Pardon for giving yc 
all this Trouble. He's a very honeſt Man, and mea 
no harm. I begin to have a better Opinion of him m- 


ſelf. 

Sir Poſ. No, no, I don't ſay that, I don't fay that 
He s a raſh, hotheaded raſcally Scoundrel, and TY 9 
find him out, and ſing him ſuch a Tune — 
Dorin. Do then, this moment, dear Sir; and be fur 
you rattle him off. Tell him that tis in vain for him 
deny his Intentions 3 that I was inform'd from very £00 


Hands, of his Deſign to watch our Houſe from this ve! 


Day, and to take the firſt Opportunity of carrying me o 


by F orce. But that after this * 1 defy him to Reps 
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9 to give thee. Ay, this is as Women ought to be, and 
bleſs. the more Fellows they have at their Heels the better. 
Ah!] theſe are ſad Times for poor Husbands, and Virtue 


Dc) WHEY . f | _ 
JM v precious, very precious! But what do I ſtand here 
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long 
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1 Pride is, that he has got what he has, and therefore lives 


Sir Poſ. That I will, verily, my Life. 


Fel and on my Account too. 


SCENE changes 
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e, and unleſs he would bring forme Misfortune on 
imſclt, he muſt take care not to be told things twice 
Dver. . 1 65 


7 Sir Poſ. T'll be ſure to be 


punctual, and tell him all. 


18 


Dorin. But do it in a Tone that may convince him, 


it comes from my Heart. 


Dir, And pray, Sir Poſitive, make all the haſte you 


1 —| 


can; I'll go into my Cloſet in the mean time, and 


{ meditate on thoſe excellent Inſtructions you gave me to 
Day. I ſhall be impatient *till you return. I languiſh if 


you are out of my Sight a ſingle Moment. [ Exit. 


© Sir Poſ. Go, go, go you dear, charming, lovely — 


od's my Heart, I don't know a Name {ſweet enough 


pot like your Coquettes, and prancing Sluts that think 


for? ſhe may juſtly blame me for being fo dilatory 
in an Affair that gives her ſo much concern 


4 Sir Humphry Henpeck's 
- Houſe, e 
Enter Lady Henpeck, Maria, Dorothea, and Martin. 

| | La. Hen. I muſt confeſs, my Lord, I was prejudiced © 
n your Favour from the firſt Moment I ſaw you, and 
I muſt own I have a ſuperlative defire to contract ſome 
Alliance with Families of Quality, in order to enoble the 
Blood of the Henpecks. VN 
Mar. Madam, your Ladyſhip judges extremely right. 


$ho of any Spirit or Soul in the Univerſe would marry 


their Daughter to a ſneaking hidebound Cit, whoſe only 


E within 
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within Bounds, as they term it? Who expects a Wit 
ſhould be a mere Drudge, and think of nothing but “. 
Family and Children ? 


Maria. 
Doro. 5 Fogh 3 


Mar. Now a Woman that marries one of us, is Quit 
another thing; and therefore your wealthy Citizens « 
very much in the right to diſpoſe of their Daughters : 


this End of the Town. Here we know how to make! 


Gentleman-like uſe of their Fortunes; and treat them: 


they deſerve to be treated. 


La. Hen. Tis a great Abuſe to us, my Lord, to mil: 
the Extent of our Underſtanding reach no farther than! 


judge of the Air of a Petticoat, or the Pattern of a Br 


cade. 

Maria. But we are reſolv'd to riſe higher, my Lon 
and ſet our Wits at Liberty. 

Doro. And ſhew the World that our Sex is as much f. 


5 perior within as it is without. 


Mar. Madam, I adore the Brightneſs of ſome Ladies: 


tellectuals, if poſſible, more than the Splendor of their 1. 


La. Hen. T he firſt Opportunity I have, my Lord, | 
lay before you a Treatiſe, I've written myſelf, as a Plan 
erecting a female Academy; a Project which Plato fooliſh! 


gave over, when he wrote his Treatiſe of Republicks —B 


now, my Lord, as your Propoſals are fo very honoural|, 
Pl immediately ſend for a Lawyer to draw up the WI 
tings; for Sir Humphry has ſome fooliſh Whims, I kno" 
not what, about ſome other Match; but that ſtands f 


nothing. However, the more Diſpatch the better, at 
1 my Lord, your moſt devoted humble Servant. E 


Mar. M. adam, I am ſuperlatively yours What an d 


treme Happineſs i is it to me, to ſtand fo fair 1 in the 900 


Graces of ſo diſcerning a Lady! 

Maria. And now, my Lord, what think you of fact 
feine an Hour or two to a Party at Ombre? 

Mar. Why truly, Madam, I think the Moments t 
precious, at preſent, to be ſacrific d to any Deity but 


that rules in thoſe E 


| Mar . 
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Wik > Maria. Flattering Creature! 
tht Mar. Beſides, Madam, I never play at Cards Ski 1 
know what to do with myſelf elſe. 
Doro. Not play at Cards, my Lord! 
Mar. No, Madam never but o' Sundays. 
qui Maria. Sundays ! 
8 7: Mar. Yes, Sunday is a kind of a queer Day, you know 
27s i — no Plays, nor Maſquerades, nor Operas — in thort, 
abe nothing good ſtirring which, by the bye, is a horr id 
mi Shame in a Chriſtian Country; and fo then I go to my 
Lady Vermilion's Aſſembly. 
mak Doro. Ay, my Dear, at this End of the Town, you 
an i "fee, they employ every Day as they ought to do. Now: in 
Bu the City they think of nothing but. going to Church of a 
| Sundey. 

Lo © Mar. that 5 mighty odd, indee dis for want 
of a better Education; they'll learn better in time. — But 
ch} I knew a rich old Citizen now, that always ſet that 
I Day apart, for ſettling all the Accounts of the former 

lies Week in. 

-Eyell Doro. Why, don't you remember, my D Dear, that thy 
d, II Father us'd to lock himſelf up in his Couuting-Hlouſe that 
lan i Day, and made us believe he was at his Devotions ? 

oli} © Aar. Troth, very likely, Madam, for I ſuppoſe Gold 
ha vas his God. 

ura Mar. Ha, ha, hal Well, my Dear, we ſhall now know 
e We how to ſpend our Sundays better for the future. 
kr] Doro. We ſhall come by degrees to live as we ſhould 
ds fe do. 

r, at Maria. I hope we ſhall, my Dear And I have 
[Eu made one good ſtep towards | it this very Morning; for I 
t ana have given poſitive Orders that if any Tradeſmen come 
e god with their Bills, they ſhould wait at leaſt fix Hours before 
I they had their Anſwer, and ſixteen Months before they 
f fac} were paid, Don't you make the Ny Blockheads 

| vait, my Lord? 

nts tu Mar. No, Madam, they never wait upon that ſcore at 

but my Houſe ---- Becauſe they are ſure it would be to no pur- 

| Poſe if they did — vou muſt know, Madam, I have two 
Mari 2 — ert 
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ſorts of Debts, which I pay two very different ways — [3 


My Debts of Honour I pay with my Ready-Money ; and 


my ; Tradelinen s Debts, I pay with my ---- Honour ----- | 


which 1s ready upon all Occaſions. 


8 C Ha, ha, ha 


Mar. Lack-a-day, Madam, what would a Title be 
good for, if it did not excuſe People from doing thing; | 


beneath their Quality ? 


Maria. To be 5 my Lord you ought to have | 


ſome honourable Diſtinctions attending it. 


2 nter Footman. 


e Madam, there SA Gentleman below come to wail 
on you. 

Maria. Who is it, pr'ythee? 

Foot. Colonel Cockade, Madam. 

Mar. Colonel Cockade ? | 

Maria. So he ſays; do you know him, my Lord ? 


Mar. Know him, Madam! why, he's my Intimate, | 


” my Particular, my very Shield and Buckler, 
Maria. Deſire him quickly to walk up. 


Mar. We han't ſeen one another ſince the Campaign, | 
I'm quite tranſported with the thoughts of ſhaking hands * 
Oh, her: Þ 


once more with my old F ellow- warrior = 
he comes. 
Enter Reynard. 


Mar. My dear Colonel! 


Running to him, and embracing pin 


Rey. My dear Lord Apemode! 

Mas. How glad am I to ſee thee! 

Rey. How rejoic'd am I to meet thee here! 
Mar. Dear Rogue, kiſs me. 


Maria. Ay, my Dear, now we ie begin to be known. The | 


: Beau monde have found the way to our Houſe at laſt. 


City. 


Maria. Oh! don't mention the City. Aukward, uncor: 1 


verſible, Buckram Animals! 


Doro. True, my Dear, we ſaw nothing like this in the | 


be ſaid — He's worthy of your Acquaintance 


. Men of Merit, like us, as it ought 
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Mar. Ladies, I beg leave to introduce this Gentleman 
0 you, and to ſay in one word for my Friend all that can 
if 
any one can be ſo: For you behold in him, one of the 

ms Heroes the Age can boaſt. He s a very brave 

an; very brave, indeed. 


[7 Rey. You are not inferior, my Lord; we know that 
| you can do ſomething too. We have ſtood a little Light- 
| ning and Thunder together. 


Mar. Tis true, we have ſeen each other upon occaſion. 
Rey. Ay, and where *twas very hot too. 
Mar. | Looking on the Ladies.] But not fo hot as tis 


here, my Friend. 


| Rey. No, we muſt have been more than Salamanders to 
have bore it then: My Liver 1s already icorch'd up to very 


Gunpowder. 


Mar. Oh, your Servant, Sir. 
Rey. War is a fine thing; but, the Court don't recom- 
1 think this 


Arm was made for a 1 


Mar. And I think I could wear a Cockade with as good 
| an Air, and make as decent a Figure in Regimentals, as 
the beſt Commander in Europe: And let me tell vou, 
that's all in all- at a Review, But the higheſt Merit is 
nowa-days overlook' d. So I ſhall ev'n hang up my Sword 


for the future, and engage in no Wars hereafter, but where 


Beauty is the Prize, and Venus the Leader, 


Maria. For my part, I have a paſſionate Regard for 


Men of the Sword. 


is 


Doro. Oh! nothing is ſo engaging as the Outſide of a 
Soldier, but then I'd have his Inſide always ſeaſon'd with 
Kttic Salt and polite Acquirements. 


Mar. For my part, Madam, I have taken particular 
| care about that, and I think I may fay without Vanity, 
that 1 have had the complete Education of a modern fine 
Gentleman. I have Muſick, Madam, at my Fingers 
Ends; can cut a Caper as high as Poitier himſelf; toſs a 
Die with as good an Air as any Ducheſs in Town: 3 and 


; 2 fought emmy Figg thro? all his Weapons, 25 
E 


3 e. 
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Maria. J have often thought! it, my Lord, a very great | 
Hardſt i ip that we Women mayn't frequent Mr. Higgs Am. 


Phiticatre, as well as you Gentlemen. 


Mar. T rue, Madam, and Pll endeavour to bring | 


about; for tis a glorious Diverfion, J aſſure you, as we! 
as a modiſh One But, as I was telling you, Madam 
——— As ſoon as I had furniſh? d myſelf with theſe polit 
fccompliſnments, I reſolv'd to crown all with a Smattc: 


ing of Philoſophy ; and for that purpoſe am now, Felis 


of the Royal Soctety. 


Rey. And I am a Free Maſon, Ladies, which is 0 
ſame thing, you know: But ſtill the Wars, the Was 


for me. ion t you remember, my Lord, that ju 
Moon we gain d laſt Campaign, at the Siege ot C 
mona? 

Mar. You forget, you forget, my Dear: What do 90 
talk of a half Moon? 'twas a whole Moon, indeed. 


Rey. True, true, it was a whole Moon, a whole Moc 
indeed; you took one half and I other; that made it of 


whole Moon cxactly, my Lord. 


Mar. Ay, troth, I have reaſon enough to rememb: 
it; for I carry ſome honourable Marks of it about me 
But come, Ladies, what ſay you of making a Party fu 
the French Players? There's a charming Piece perform 


there to-night. 


Rey. Where our unpoliſh'd Beef: -and-Pudding Eu 


ee are fo roſted! 
Maria. | have neglected my French fo ſhametully of lat: 


1 ſhouldn't underſtand *em enough to find out the Senſc o ö 


the Play. 
Mar. The Senſe of the Play; Ha, ha, ha Win, 


Madam, you may find out all the Senſe that's in it, vi 5 


out underſtanding a ſingle Syllable. 

' Maria. Well, that's ; pure! 
Mar. Beſides, tis being ten times more polite, Mad! 
— dis quite out of Faſhion to go to any ching one u 


derſtands. 


Rey. Ay, Madam, tis the "ng of all polite Dive . 
bars, not to put People upon the Drudgery of Think * 


pe 


Tre 
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1 he Eye and the Ear are enough to be employ'd ———= 
| bead of theſe Things, are negotiating an Affair which will 
taiſe our Diverſions to a much nobler pitch —— In ſhort, 


ve are in treaty with all the Princes of Europe, to furniſh | 
us with Strolers of every Country- 


Enough. in Conſcience. 
Mar. And let me tell you, Ladies, we that are at the 


in twenty unknown 
Languages at leaſt; ſo that we ſhall have Performers of 


every Nation in Europe — but our own. 


Maria. A mere e Trifle 


Key. And all this too, Ladies, at the moſt trifling Ex- 


pence imaginable, 2s we have contriv'd it. 
Mar. Not above Fifty Thouſand a Year at moſt — 
and ſuppoſe every Penny of it ſhould be carried out of the 


Kingdom, what's that to a wealthy trading Nation, you 


know? 


I' ſubſcribe a Hundred 


a Year myſelf —harkye, Tata — Tell Mr. Sxip the 


Mercer, that he muſt ſtay another Twelvemonth, at leaſt, 


| for his Money. 


Doro. Ay, let a hundred of thoſe homebred Animals 
ſtarve, rather than abate a F oreigner One Shilling of his 
Demand. 

Mar. Well, Ladies, if you are not for regaling on 


| Franciſque, what think you of a Taſte of Faronelli to- 


night ? 


Doro. Oh! that 8 Creature, Faronelli! 
Maria. Oh, Raviſhing! "Tranſporting! Killing! 
Doro. Admiration itſclt can't expreſs it. 


" 
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| 5 Maria. Dying is too little. He does more than kill one 
But, my dear Lord, how barbarouſly d'ye think [ was 


treated laſt time I was to hear him? 
Mar. Truly, Madam, I can't tell: raced to a Jelly, 


I ſuppoſe. 


Maria. Oh, worſe thas that. 


F Mar, Worle than that! Joſt your Wareh or Snuff Bor, 
perhaps. 
Maria. Worſe, much worſe! 


Mar. How! Nay then, I can't gueſs. 


Maria. Why, J had a great fat She-Creature fat next 
2: me 
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me, that had got the Phthifick, and wheeſed fo hideouſly | 


all the time, that I could not bear a unvle Piano! — 
Mar. Oh, the Brute! that ſhe muſt needs breathe in- 
ded, 


been ramm'd into her Throat. 


Rey. Ha, ha, ha! But come, Ladies, ſhall we attend i 


you there? 
Maria We can't poſſibly ſtir out this Evening, Sir. 


Mar. Let us have Muſick here then, and divert our. 


ſelves with a Dance. 
Rey, Well thought of, my Lord! 
Maria. That we dann to. 


Doro. But then we muſt make an Addition to our 


Company. 
Mar. My Servants ſhall fly to every Corner of th: 


Town. So ho, Rapiere, Picard, Chovette, Tournay, De 


laroune. The duce take all theſe negligent Raſcals, whe 
ere they all wender d to? I don't think there's a Noblema 
in England ſo ill ſerv'd as I am; and yet I have not a 
Engl ih Slave about me, except my Poſtilion, whoſe Nam: 
I never yet heard, 
Maria. Almanzor, tell my Lord's Servants to g0 and 


fetch us Muſick, and bring ſome of our Neighbours her: 


to people the Ball 
Maria. But come, Gentlemen, we'll remove into 
more expanded Apartment, and meet our Compaq] 


there. 


Enter Sir Humphry and F reclove. 


Sir Hum. I'll warrant, we'll manage her now, old Bo. 
Ods me, this Burgundy has ſet me upon the Ropes fo, ta W 


J could encounter a Den of Lions. 


Free. Well refolv'd, Sir Humphry : but take care m 


Lady does not get the better of you a ſecond time. 


Maria. AC itizen! an Alderman s Wife, I'll be fworn!! 
1 could have almoſt wiſh'd her Husband's Fur-Gown had 


— 2 ä 


Mar. Wherever you lead, Ladies, vie ſhall follow vs. 
luntarily. . [Exemt 


— 


Sir Hum, bf 4 
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7 Hum. Do you take me for an Oaf, Mr, Freelove ? 

Free. No, Sir Humphry, but y 

dir Hum. Am I not old to be Maſter in my 
own Houle * 

Free. Certainly, but 
Sir Hum. Am I fo weak as to be led by the Noſe by a 
Wife? 

Free. Oh, by no means. 

Sir Hum. Am not I Lord Paramount here? and ſhan't 
I diſpoſe of my own Daughter as I think mect? Shall a 
Wite pretend to contradict my Humour ? 
22 No, to be ſure, O here ſhe comes. 

Sir Hum. Ods' me, 10 ſhe does - ſtand by 1 me, be 
ſure, Mr. Freelove. 

Free. Never fear, Man. Play bur your Par well, and 
you ſhall not want Encouragement. 


Enter Lady Henpeck. 


La. Hen. Oh, Sir Humphry, I'm glad you are at hs 

that you may join in this Marriage Contract, which 

Mr. Quibus is come to draw up between my Daughter ad 

Lord Apemode. 
Sir Hum. Yes, Wife; but as I think 1 roll you before, 

have fix'd on Harcourt for her Husband. 

I. Hen. What! do you oppoſe my Will then? 

Sir Hum. 1 oppoſe the beſtowing of the whole Wealth 

of my Family, for which I have been drudging theſe Forty 

Tears, on a Jack-a-napes of Quality, that will ſquander 
it away in as many Weeks, upon Where Rooks, and 

-þ Running-Horſes, 

Free. Well judg'd, Sir Humphry. 


La. Hen. Truly your Riches are mightily ant after 

But what do I ſtand conteſting! I have concluded the 

Thing, and that's ſufficient. 

| Sir Hum. Why you ſpeak very abſolutely, Wife. But, 
| I. opinion, the Hen ought not to crow thus before the 

| | Coc 


Free, Right, right, ſtand u p for the Priviles ge of the 


| Breeches, 


46 hs 
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La. Hen. Very well! then I'm to be reckon'd only: 
mere Cypher, it ſeems; notwithſtanding all the Learning 
T have with ſo much Labour acquir'd. 

Sir Hum. Learning, Wife, often makes People ven 

cat Fools. 

La. Hen. Oh Paradox! now I thought, wiſe Sir, thy 
Ignorance, not Learning, made People Fools. 

Sir Hum. You thought wrong, my Lady. A learns! Þ g 
Fool 1s much more fooliſh, than an ignorant Feel. 
Free. Right, Sir Humplry; Folly in the one appe: Þy 

perfectly pure; but Study in the other adds to Nature. 

La. Hen. Sure, Sir, Ignorance is very charming to you, ch 
ſince you are fo warm in its Defence = 
Free. In truth, Madam, I have no great reliſh for yo. 
Female Doctors. I would not have a Woman i ignorant i 4" 
any thing that's ſuitable to her Character; but then I h 
rather have *em ſometimes ſeem fo, than make ſuch urn 
ſeaſonable Boaſts of their Knowledge. Your bombaſt Hz 
Tanguers, learned Diſputers, and your pedantick Author Ich 

Quoters upon all occaſions, are the moſt abſurd 1 e A 
nent Animals upon Earth. tr 
Sir Hum. | Aſide.] Odio, that's ſtoutly ſaid: At ke | 
again, good Mr. Freelove; take her down Pother Pry : 
be {ure, K 

Free, And I muſt Fatther tell you, Madam, as I amd yc 
ways ſincere upon theſe Occaſions, that this Vanity in Pep 
ple whoſe Fortunes are the Fruit of Induſtry, of marry: 
their Daughters into great Familics, is altogether as pie Ye | 

poſterous a Folly as the other, and always attended wit 17 
great Inconveniencies. IE 
La. Hen. My Daughter, Sir, has Wealth ok 1 
ready, and therefore I want to cnoble and purity her Blog 
by a Match of Diſtinction. 

Sir Hum. The Blood may be 0 belike, is you 

great Marriages, but ! believe, Wife, tis ſometimes nere 
the purer. 
Free. Right, Sir Humphry. Y our Grand-children, i | 

deed, would be dignity” d by it. But your Daug/iter mv 
expect nothing but Miſery and Contempe. 


1 
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Fir Hum. Ay, ay, I'Il not have a Man for my Daughter, 

at ſhall be able to reproach her with her Parents being Ci- 
teens; nor ſhall ſhe have Children who'd be above calling 
me Grand- father. No, give me one, who ſhall be beholden 
to me for my Daughter, and to whom I can ſay --- Sit you 


chere, Son-in-law, whilſt I take the Elbow-chair to mylelf, 


La. Hen. Very noble, exalted Sentiments, truly — But 


; this is nothing to the purpoſe, Sir Hlumphry. 


FSi Hum. No more it isn't, my Lady: and therefore, 


© Mr. Freelove, if you 1. ſtep and bring your Friend, Her- 


cut, hither — we'll do ſomething that ſhall be more to 
the purpoſe. 


Tete. That I will, Sir Humphiry, and be with you again 


'Þ nſtantly ; ; [Aſide to Sir Humphry.] be fure you keep her 


ander, now you have got her there. Exit. 
Sir Hum. Oh! fear it not, fear it not, Mr.  Freelove. FH: 


wake her know for the future who I am, I warrant you. 


Lo. Hen. | Making up to Sir Humphry.] Why, Sir, d'ye 


Ichink to gain your Point by ſuch Methods as theſe are? 
Am Ja Chicken, a tame Pigeon, a jo! 'nted Doll. to > be 


Fir Hum, | Retreating. 11 tell you, Wife — 


treated in this manner? 


Lo. Hen. And I tell you, Hubard, that you are miſta- 
ep in the Perſon you have to deal with 1, and I'll make 


you know fo — I will —— I will, 


Sir Hum. Well, well —— 
La. Hen. Is it for you to preſcribe ! > 35 it for you to di- 


| 2 me what to do with my Daughter? Me, who ſprung 


from an ancient Family, receiv d ſuch an extraordinary 


Education, and have made ſuch an extraor cinary ule of it; 
£ you, I fay 


| Sir Hum. Enough, enough, my Lady - 
| La. Hen. Shall you, I ſay — 
| Sir Hum. I ſay no more, I fay no more, Love. 


La. Hen. Tis fit you ſhould not, Sir; and to prevent 

any future Diſputes on this Head, *tis my Will that the 
Contract be drawn immediately. I have faid it; make no 
Ncply. However, if you are any way engag d to Har- 


1 lh U give you leave to Brent your Neice to him. 


Sir Hum. 
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Sir Hum. Oh, very well, very well; that will do n! 
well. I'll follow Mr. Freelree, and inform him of i 


[ Afide.] Adod, I thought I ſhould get the better of \r {Fa 


at laſt, H Exit Sir Humphm. I 
La. Hen. I'll now to the Parties concern d, and have th 
Writings finiſh'd n, 1 
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Se EN E e to a Room in Sir Poſitin 
Bubble's Fouſe. | 


Dorinda /7 ling at a Table with a Book in her Hand. 
Dorin. (Throwing afide the Bock.] T would willingly have 


beguil'd theſe tedious moments with Reading, but, ala 
my Head is too much buſied with its own Thoughts 0 
attend to other People's — How does my Heart fluctuat 
in a e Suſpence betwixt Hope and Fear! Sure ti 
a cruel Dilemma that I'm brought to, either to commit a 
Violence on the Decency Which! is due to my Sex, or q 
to give up myſelf to irretrievable Miſery, — And yet | 

_ almoſt wiſh that I had not acted as I have: But the Die 
cait, and I muſt itand its Deciſion. 


Enter Sir Poſitive and Valentine. 


Dorin. [Seeing Valentine , tarts.] Hah! what d'ye mean, 
Sir Poſitive ? What, do you bring him to me yourlelt? D. 
you eſpouſe his Intereſt againſt me? And will you oblig 
me to undergo his perſecuting Addreſſes? 
Sir Poſ. No, my deareſt Heart, no, no, your Quiet 14 
too dear to me to do ſo: But he looks on my Meſſages. 
forſooth, as airy Tales, and believes *tis I, not You, wha 
are the Author of em. Therefore I have ev'n brougi! 
him hither, that you may once for all cure him of h 
Miſtake. _ 
Dorin. What, Sir, don't you think 1 have explain' 
myſelf ſufficiently, and can you yet doubt of the Cho! 
1 have made: * 


TH 
1. 


* The MAN of TASTE. 77 
Pal. Yes, Madam, I muſt confeſs I had ſome doubt 

upon me; and that ſupreme Sentence, which decides the 
Inte of my Love, is of ſuch Conſequence to my Happi- 

neſs, that 1 am excuſable in deſiring a Repetition of it. 
Dorin. Why then, Sir, I muſt declare, that he told you 
Iq real Sentiments, and I think *em founded on too much 
Equity to be diſputed. Here are two Perſons before me, 

me of whom has all my Approbation and Eſteem, and the 
ther, for his barbarous 1 reatment of me, all my Con- 
tempt and Averſion. Let him, therefore, in whoſe Fa- 
your 1 have made this Declaration, deliver me immediate- 
Ir from the Dread of being forc*d by the other; a Puniſh- 
ment, to me, worſe than Slavery or Death. | 
F Sir Poſ. Yes, my fweeteſt, I'll deliver thee, I will, I 
ml; I'll ſatisfy all thy Expectations, I'll do whatever thou 
an'{t deſire. yy f 
Dorin. T know it does not become either my Sex or 
Ave, to make fo free a Declaration; but — Ps 
Sir Po. Oh, no matter, no matter; you can't make too 
ec with me, Love. * . 
Dorin. But as there have been plain Marks of Honour 
| all his Actions and Behaviour, I hope he will ſoon give 
ne ſome Teſtimony of his Affection, and —— _ 


Sir Poſ. Yes, yes, I will. Come, kiſs my Hand then 
kiſs my Hand, Chicken; and let that be a Teſtimony. 
Dorin. And let him thus receive the Promife I give 
im, to be never any other Man's. — 1 
Iretends to embrace Sir Poſitive, and gives her Hand 
to Valentine behind his Back, who kiſſes it in Raptures, 
and then puts a Letter in it. N 


1 0 V 

„% Peſ. Poor Dearee, you ſhan't languiſh for me long, 
4 Wome thee, Jewel — that's enough, Love —— Now, 
14 | hope you'll believe that what I ſaid was true. ou 


hat a ſtrange Affection ſhe has for me. | 
Val. Tis true, Sir —— And for you, Madam, you 

Wc cxplan'd yourſelf ſuFiciently, and I ſhall not fail 

Wy {peedily to remove from your Eyes, the Preſence of 
m you ſo much deteſt, _ 7 


Dorin. 
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Dorin. You cannot do me a greater piece of Serum 


Sir; for, in ſhort, it becomes intolerable and odious ton 
and my Abhorrence is fo great, that m———— 


Sir Peſ. Hold, hold, Sweeting. 

Dorin. I hope, Sir, you are not offended with my ſpei 
ing in this manner. Perhaps you are willing 

Sir Poſ. No, no, I don't ſay that: But to tell you t$ : 
truth, I can't help pitying the Condition he is in. i 8 
ſhew your Averſion a little too violently, Love. | 
Dorin. That's impolſible, oir, upon ſuch an Oc: 
ſion. | 8 

Val. As your Faſe and Satisfaction, Madam, i is m 
drates to me than all the Enjoyments of Life, you m 
depend that within theſe Three Days, your Eyes ſhallr 5 
ver again be tortur'd with this odious Object. tl 

Dorin. With all my Soul—— farewel. " 

Val. Farewel. 

Sir Peſ. Um — Lookye, Mr. 75 alentine, I ſhou'd 
glad, if I could bring her to uſe you with a little me: of 
Givility but I doubt I can't, ſhe' is fo furiouſly cnrap! 
with you. 1 = 
Val. You ſhall never hear me complain, Sir; 
Lady certainly does herſelf Juſtice, and I ſhall there 
endeavour to Make myſelf as eaſy as poſſible — Fare 

[Lf #8 
Sir Po. Poor young Fellow! how exceſſive bis Grit! 
in Troth, I think he's ed to be ed. 

Dorin. Pitied! not at al. 
Sir Poſ. Your Affection touches me to the laſt degt: 
Love. Six Days are too long to ſtay, conſidering ji 
Impatience. I'm therefore determin d to marry you!. 
morrow. _ I 

Dorin. How! what d'ye fay, Sir 2 tive? To- n 
row! 5 
Sir Poſ. Ay, To-: morrow at fartheſt, FP 

Dorin. ut 

Sir Poſ. Come, come, tis only Modeſty makes 
pretend this Reluctance; but I know what Joy my ſar 


| ſo gives you, and you wiſh * twas already done; col 
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dee now, Honey Ay, you Rogue you, you ſhall 
mine from Head to Foot To-morrow: Yes, I'll be 
Hader of thee all; 0: thoſe little ſparkling Eyes, that 
Tktlc knaviſh Noſe, thoſe ſweet Lips, that pretty Chin, 
d that, that, that, In ſhort, your whole ſweet 
F Perſon, Tewel—and I'll kiſs thee and carcls thee as much 
81 pl leaſe. 
1 Dorin. Ay but, but To- morrow | 
der Poſ. Lack, lack, how the Thoughts of it tranſport 
me, and what Pleaſure it will be to me, to ſee myſelf 
reviv'd into other young Bubbles; little Poppets, that 
. will be as like me as two Drops of Water, who will be 
Lans Fus about the Houle, and talking ſo fooliſh- 
12 we that 'twill be the wittieſt, prettieſt thing in all 
1 NY Methinks I ſee half a dozen of *em about 
me alre = 
Dorin. 5 not Tee dear Sir Poſitive. 
Fir Poſ. 1 would not defer 1t another Day tor a Million 
102 of Mone \ | 
4 t n. 7660 Fe Fortune, aſliſt — What ſhall 1 do now ! 
Ir Poſ. Come along, come with me, come with me; 
* 'll Kiss thee, and love thee; I will, I will. 


How happy a Rogue am I! my Luck how rare, 
1 : Fr wich ſo virtuous and fo kind a Fair! (bau. 


1 
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gr er. „ 
SCENE, a STREET. 


Dorinda alone. 


D A RE, is not that he? no — Well, T have but 
b A this laſt Inſtant to determine; mall I go fear- 
da, and commit my Fortune to his Fidelity or not? 
5 8 Death itſelf ſeems infinitely leſs terrible to me than 


bc þ fical Sacrilice | am doom'd to To-morrow, Let me 
4 | once 


80 The Man of TAS 1 E. 


once more read the Letter, which he put into my Har 


| our Interview to-day. | Read 1 
| Mapam, | l 
| 17 return to your tranſporting Letter, I have but a ſu ; 

Moment 10 ſay, that if you'll contrive to be at your wþþ 7 

Door in the dusk of the Evening, and have a goed Opin 1 

enough of me, to truſt yourſelf in my Hands, III deliver ;Þ 

from all your terrible Apprehenſions, and by an imme k 

Marriage convince you that all the Pride of my Heart, iff + 

| Defire of my Soul, is to preſerve your Honour, and 2th 'þ 

Jour Sali faction. 1 

Yours, intirely ad cternally, 0 

VALEN TINTI 

{c 


Generous and kind! But Time and Fortune preſs —— i ſ 
now dusk, and this the Place. Oh! I hear 5 — 'y 
coming, it muſt be he. 


Enter Hir Poſitive. 


Sir Pop. Well, I think now, I have order'd every thing =Þ I 

Dorin. | Seeing Sir Pol. ftarts.] Oh, Misfortune! d 

Sir Poſ. Who's this? hey-day, has you, Duck? vio 

_ whither art thee going ſo late, Lovee? you told me wil hy 
{eft you, that you'd go and lock yourſelf up in your Ch 

ber, and wou'dn't be diſturb'd 'till to-morrow Morning * 

Dorin. Tis true, but — fo 

l 

la 


1 Sir Poſ. But what? 
Dorin. Pm in en and can t {tel how! to cxcuf 
. 

Sir Poſ. How! What can this mean? 
1 Dorin. In ſhort, Sir, the Secret will ſurprize you 
0 *twas on my Siſter's Account, that I was going mY | 
0 who has deſird the Uſe of my Chamber this Evening, 
M a Defign for which I have very much blam'd her. 

Sir Poſ. How! Deſign! what Deſign? 

Dorin. Could one have believ'd it! ſhe is in love, 

ſeems, with this Valentine, that has plagu'd us ſo much "i 
late. 


Sy 18 
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1 | Sir Poſ. In love with Falentine | 
Dorin. Deſperately! She juſt now came here alone to 
giſcover it to me, and to aſſure me, that it would abſo- 
1 utely be her Death, if ſhe did not obtain her Deſire. That 
| their Amour had ſecretly been carried on for above a 
 T'welvemonth, and that they were in engag'd, and 
'F tontracted to one another, 
|” Sir Poſ. A fine Baggage ſhe, and a very pretty Raſcal 
| he! —— Well, but what then? 
Dorin. That having heard of the Deſpair I had thrown 
'F If into, and that he was reſolv'd to forſake the Town 
- upon it, ſhe came to beg of me to leave her alone in my 
Chamber, intending this Evening to talk to him from the 
Window in my Voice; and, under my Name, to give him 
fome Encouragement which might keep him here. In 
fort, to turn the Love he has for me to her own Ad- 
i vantage. 
Sir Poſ. Ay, but Jewel, d'ye think that? - 
Dorin. Oh! I was downright raving about it. What, 
781, Siſter, are you out of y your Wits to be in love wit 
=Þ ſuch a looſe extravagant Fellow, to forget your Sex, and 
deceive the Hope of Mr. Freelove, who lives but for you! 
> Sir Poſ. Nay, for that matter, I don't pity my Brother; 
al he well deſerves it, and I am very glad on't. 
Dorin. In ſhort, I us'd a thouſand Arguments to deter 
Jer from her Intention, but ſhe ſhed ſo many Tears, fetch'd 
ſo many Sighs, and fo often told me that 1 ſhould drive 
her to Deſpair, if I deny'd to gratify her Paſſion, that at 
lei alt my Heart was conquer'd. But, to give a better coun- 
tenance to this Intrigue, I was going to ſtay with our 
Neighbour Lucretia, whoſe Virtues you daily praiſe fo 
much --- But, you ſurpriz'd me, dear Sir, by your ſudden 
ming upon me ſo. | 
© Sir Poſ. No, no, I'll have none of theſe Jugglings at 
1 Houſe. They may be ſeen, or heard by ſomebody in 
Street, and ſhe whom I honour with my Perſon, 
76, 1 Kould not only be virtuous, but even unſuſpected —— 


c: Wome along with me, and let us ſend the ſhamelcls Quean 
packing. 


* 
. b J 
] bY - 
* i 
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Derin. Oh, for Goodneſs Sake! no, dear Sir Pfui, lier 


don't do that; *twill put her into a great Confuſion; ad 
ſhe may juſtly complain how little Secrcc am Miltrels o 
Since J muſt not countenance her Deſign, let me lend 50 
away, at leaſt by myſelf. 

Sir Poſ. Well, well then, do fo, do ſo. C 

Dorin. But I muſt ma ake you Fe me, that yon. 
ſay nothing to her. 

Sir Pop. I won't, I Won't. 

Dorin. Then, turn your Face this way. [Turning l. 
with his Face to the Front of the Stage.) Be ſure, don'ti 
now, but let her pats without oblerving her; you ſhall h 
how I'll rattle her. 

Sir Pof. Yes, I'Il reftrain my Paſſion. upon thy accour: 
Jewel; but as ſoon as ſhe's gone, I'Il go to my Brother. 
ſhall be glad to give him this pretty Account. 

Dorin. I intreat you, then, not to na me me in the Affi 
Good-night, dear Sir Poſitive, — P11 8⁰ lock mylcit | 
as ſoon as I have ſent her away. 

Sir Poſ. Ay, till to-morrow, Love, only till to-morro 
[Exit Dorinda.] How impatient am I. to ſee my Dunce 
a Brother, and tell him this thing! Tlie good Man's ſiwee: 
ly chous'd, with all his Wiſdom. [his is ſeeing the Fr 
of it, forſooth, Ods me, I would not take an Hund 
Pounds i in Exchange for this Diſcove 

[Dorinda at the Door, as ſpeaking to her SiO 

Dorin. Yes, Siſter, I'm ſorry to incur your Difplealut or 
but *tis impoſſible FI me to conſen t to this raſh Une 0] 
taking. My own Honour, as well as my dear Guard fo 
Satisfaction, is too precious to me t © let it run ſuch a K 

Farewel ; go home, and reflect on the Indiſcretion of . fi 
| Enterprize, and think no more of the baſe Wretch wu 
was the Occaſion of it. - 
Dorinda throwing a Veil over 7 herſelf, croſſes the W L 

' ſoftly, as in the Dark. 

Sir Poſ. Well ſaid, ſhe nettles her off, adad — 'Þ 
there ſhe goes; Þll lock the Doo r for fear ſhe ſhould i 
turn again. Enter Valentine, as in the Dan j 

Val. This is the Hour, and neal : the Place, Who s the 


Dag 
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Dorin. Hiſt, Valentine, make no Noiſe, T am Dorinda. 
F [ Speaking in a feigend Voce. 
* Sir Poſ. [ Afide.] Oh lying Baggage you Dorinda! no, 
ſhe follows the Laws of Honour, which you forſake; and 
you falſly aſſume both her Name and her V Oice. 
Dorin. But, unleſs honourable Mar riage be your Int en- 
ton, Valentine, I'll ſtir no farther. 
Val. That is the only Purpoſe of my Soul: and J here 
ſwear by every thing that's dear to me, that early in the 
| Morning the Ceremony ſhall be perform'd; in the mean 
'Þ time my Siſter waits within to receive you. 
Fi Poſ. Ha, Na, ha! poor cheated Fool ! 
l. Come in then, and throw off all Diffidence, my 
Charmer; and now I defy the Power of thy delu: Jed Ty- 
rant to rob me of thee again. I Ereum. 
Fr Po. Oh, I'II aſſurè you, Mr. Shatter-brains, J have 
nwo manner of Inclination to rob you of her. I'm not in 
che leaſt concern'd at the Engagement, and I ſhall force 
you to be her Husband now, whether you like it or not, 
| Sir. The Memory of her Father, as well as the Intereſt I 
- have in her Siſter, my dear Dorinda, requires at leaſt, that 
| [HS him preſerve her Honour by Marriage. 


| Enter a Juſtice of the Peace, with Conſtables and 


Lights. 


* 


Po, this is lucky. Heer! s Mr. Tuſtice 2 7 ye-Collum 
: going his Rounds Mr. Juſtice, your Servant, I'm 
gad J have met with you, for I have ſome Employment 
Hor you here. 
© Juſtice. We are upon Buſineſs already, Sir. In full Bu- 
Mels, Sir. 
Sir Poſ. But, mine's Buſineſ of Conſequence, and 
* F too; and therefore, pray follow, me with your 
e 8. 

© Juſtice, But har . 
dir Poſ. To go to that Corner-Houſe there, and ſecure 
i: 7 of ours, whom one Valentine has ſeduc'd, and got 
Dao his Houſe, under a Promiſe of Marriage. She s of a 
1: Emily both noble and virtuous. 
Di F 2 y ice, 


in 5 
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Juſtice. But this, Sir, is beyond the Power of my (| 
fice. However, as I love to be employ'd in things of tl; 
kind, I'll go in and try what Perſuaſion will do. | 

Sir Po. "Sir, you'll infinitely oblige me, and III mal: 


you any Returns; but don't ſuffer yourtelt to be great 


in the Fiſt now. 


Tuſtice. How, Sir! d'ye ſuſpect an Officer of Juſtic | 
a Gentleman in Commiſſion for the City and CIA | 


Weſtminſter 7 


Sir Pof. I beg Pardon, Mr. Weſtminſter Juſtice, 1 


ſuch a Miſtruſt. I did not think of that. Howert, 


while you are doing your Endeavours with him, I'm « 


and fetch my Brother hither. IL'Il go tell the glad J. 
dings to this Pleader for Liberty. Oh, tis a bleſſed Dy: 


[Exam 


8 5 C E N E, a Room in $i Lumphry Henpeck 


Houſe, 


Enter Maria, Dorothea, Martin, Reynard, Ange 
and other Ladies, with Muſick, Sec. 


Maria. Ladies, you are welcome. We beg your Pr 
don, my Dear. Theſe Gentlemen had a mind to given 


a Dance this Evening, which oblig*d us to ſend for 50 
in ſo abrupt a manner, to fill up the Vacuums of our A 


ſembly. 


Mar. This is a Ball, Ladies, made x tary; WE 
hope to have the Pleaſure of giving you a more form 


one ſoon. 
Maria. Dear Angelica, this is being kind, indeed. 


Ang. To myſelf it is, Madam, to enjoy ſo much go: 


Company. 


Maria. Such you always make 1 it, Madam, Uherer 


you come. 
Ang. That's unanſwerable, Madam, 0 
Rey. Is the Muſick come? 


4 c 
0 
A 
I 


A 


| dances. 
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Mar. Yes, they are here — Raſcals, ſet your Fidles in 


Ader, whilſt I put my Legs in Tune. 


[ Capering about the Stage, and humming by way of 
Prelude. 


Doro. See, ſee there, how genteelly, and proper ly he 


Maria. And what an Ja Shape he has. 
Mar. [Taking Maria.] My Freedom, Madam, will 


| T foon dance the Courant, I find, as well as my Feet. 


[Taking her out t9 dance. 


' Enter Harcourt and Horatio, with Canes in their Hands. 


Martin and Reynard let go their e and ſtand in 
a Poſture of Sur prixe. 


13 FA Ah, ha, Raſcal! have we n you at laſt! 


| Tor. And you, Puppy, is this your Trade! 
Hlar. Pll make you dance to ſume Tune, Mr. 7ackanapes. 


[Caning Martin. 


Hor. And I ſhall teach you a new Jig too, 1 believe, 
Sir. 


' Mar. Hold, hold, Sir. Slife, you didn't lay you" * 


ie ſo hard. 


Key. Oh! oh! enough, good Sir, enough: I demand a 
Parley, and will ſurrender upon Diſcretion. 


Har, It becomes you mightily, V illain, to ſet up for 
Quiliy, indeed. 

' Hor, This will make you know yourſelf, Scoundrel. 

Maria. Bleſs us, my Lord, what's the Meaning of this? 

Mar. Truly, Madam, I can't tell. *Tis a new kind of 


Dance, you hear 'em ſay. 


Doro. What, ſuffer ade to be bentch Hans 
Mar, Why, Madam, I would not ſeem to feel it, be- 


cauſc I am naturally very violent, you muſt know, and 


| | 49g have been guilty of ſome horrible Sy or 
* 8 


2 8 Oh, Madam, *tis only in Jeſt, only i in Jeſt 
Wager, or ſome ſuch thing, 1 ſuppoſe. 


Maria. Gentlemen, what d'ye mean by this Inſolence * 2 
Pere you affront us thus in our own Houle? 


1 
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Har. Troth, Madam, I think the Affront is to n 


Shall we ſuffer our Footmen to be better receiv'd tha“ 

_ ourſelves; to court you too, and give you a Ball at of 
Expence ? 
Maria. Your Footmen, Sir! 1 
Har. Yes, our Footmen, Madam — and! tis not rigitÞ 
in you to debauch em thus. 
Doro. Oh intolerable, what Inſolence is this! 

Iler. But they ſhan't have the Advantage of or 
Clothes to allure you, and if you will love 'em it ſhall 
for their natural Beauty. 

Har. Ay, ay 
uncaſe. 
Mar. Well, Gentlemen, tho? they are your Cloths 

I think we have the moſt right to *em ; for *tis plain, 1 
have made a better Figure, and done more in em ta 

you could. | 

Key. And ſince Lords take a Pride in turning Footme 
I think *tis but FAUNURY 1 in Footmen to condeſcend to tur 
Lords. K 
Mar. Yes, Brother Reynard; but tho? every Footnfj 
can do a Lord's Buſineſs, every Lord has not Capach 
enough to do a Footman s; and therefore we muſt π 
betake ourſelves to our former Employs for the poor # 
our Country. 
Rey. So, farewel Finery then! L 
Mar. Ay, there's our Lordſhip and Colonelſhip in tell}; 
Dit. 
Har. [To the 8 Here, dreſs 'em in their prop 

Habits again —— However, ſince the Rogues have play 
their Parts ſo well, they ſhall have the Clothes for tip 
Pains. — And now, Ladies, your Galants are in tau ιν 
you are free to continue your Amours with 'em as long "ſh 
you pleaſe : and we both declare we'll not be Jealous. 
Hor. No, that you may depend on. 

Mar. [Surveying himſelf. ] Well, Ladies, how d ye 1x 
us now? I am not very fond of this ion mykl # 
I muſt needs ſay. I was certainly born to be a fine Gene 


man. Well, I ſhall never be able to buckle to Buſineſs a 
mole 


come, ſtrip quickly, Sir; uncat, 
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| ger: that's certain — I have been a Lord fo long I ſhall 


ever be good for any thing gain. 
Key. Ay, and I like the Ia, y peace able Life of a Soldier 
f well Lis but wearing lac'd Clothes, tucking up 
one's Hair neatly, and talking Non enſe to the Women ; ; 
ad all thoſe things I can do as well as any Colonel of em 
ö 13 don't you think ſo, Ladies? 
Alaria. I burit with Indigns tion 
Doro. What Confuſion is tiis! 
| 4g. Brother, I'm aſtonith*d. For Goodneſs ſake what's 
| the meaning of all this? 
| Har. Come along with us, Siſter, and you ſhall know. 
'' My Lord, moſt noble Colonel, and you molt polite, witty, 
| diſcerning Ladies, your very humble Servant. 
| Boing low. 
| * Heir. Your very humble Servant. 
© [Exeunt Harcourt, Horatio, Angelica, and the viher 
m Ladies laughing. 
iS Maria. Why, you Raſcal, dare you ſtand there with 
| tha impudent Face of yours after this Inſolence ? 
Mar. Is a Lord to be treated in this manner? See how 
nll the 1 caſt Diſgrace makes one lighted by thoſe that careſs'd 
one before. Come, Brother, let us go and ſeek our For- 
ga tune ſomewhere elſe. I ſee nothing but vain Appearance 
| Fil do here. Naked Virtue goes unregarded. 
Fey. Ay, Brother Martin, Virtue without fine Clothes, 
tte s like a Book without fine Binding, not fit to appear before 
| People of Quality and Politeneſs. 
op} Mar. And yet tis very hard, methinks, to quit theſe 
ay expanded Apartments for a Garret; and, inſtead of Mu- 
ck and Dancing, to fill up the Vacuums of our time with 
| bing Wigs and bruſhing Clothes. 
Fe. *Sbobs, that's true ---- Well, we mult ev'n content 
| Feurſclves with this Reflexion, That Nature deſign'd us for 
| Per Men, but Fortune found Fools more for her purpoſe. 
Our Shoes and Fortunes ſure are near ally'd; 
Some limp in ſtrait, ſome totter in the wide. 
Mar. Then turn us Barefoot, and, except the e Name, 
| My Lord al Martin are exact the lame. [ Exeunt. 


* . 
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Enter Sir Humphry Henpeck. 


Sir Hum. So, you have made rare Laughing-Stocks « i 
us, truly, you Gipſies you. Very fine things we are tol( 


of you, indeed. 


Maria, Ah, Sir! we have been play*d the moſt cruc, 
inhuman, outrageous Trick that ever was ſuffer'd. 
Doro. Oh, I die with the Reflexion. 


Sir Hum. You deſerve it, you deſerve it. Tis the effet 


of your own Foppery and Impertinence, you Sluts you 
*T was a juſt Reſentment of the Uſage you gave tho: 
Gentlemen, and therefore I mull be forc'd to put up the 
Affront. 


Maria. No, I vow III be reveng 'd on 'em, or die h 
the Attempt. 

Sir Hum. Reveng'd, you Baggages —I don't know win | 
I ſhould not ſend you after em. Do you fee what you 
Extravagance and Vanity have brought upon us? Ot; 


Heart, we ſhall be the Town-talk, Go, and for ever hide 


yourſelves, do. 
Maria. Ay, my Dear, now I ſuppoſe we muſt £0 bats 


to Thames-Street again. 


Doro. Ay, my Dear, we are e quite undone. 
[Exeunt Mar. and Du. 
"Bir Haw: What the Duce had I to do on this {it 
Temple-Bar ? *Sbud I'll go and ranſack all their Drawer, 
and burn every Play, Song, Opera, or Verſe that com 


mn my way; deſtroy all their Waſhes, Paint and Pomatum, 
twiſt the Parrot's Neck, and kick the Monkey out © 
Doors; and to-morrow PII go and get myſelf unknights 
again, and return to my old Houſe. There, a wealth 
_ honeſt Citizen meets with ſome Reſpect; but, S'life, when 
they pretend to come to this end of the 1 they ex: 


ole themſelves as much as if they were to ſtand in the 


Pillory at Charing-Croſs, i TE 
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S C E N E, The Street. 


Eile Sir Poſitive Bubble and Freelove. 


| re. Who's there? What you, Brother, abroad ſo 
| Ir this is ſomething marvellous indeed. I hope you 
„have taken care and made all faſt at home, leſt your pretty 
„ Priſoner ſhould make her eſcape. 
Fir Poſ. Oh, ſtupid! ſtupid! I ſhall have no Patience 
i: wich him. Made all faſt! Yes, and if you had but taken 
as much care to make all faſt, you would not have been 
made ſuch a Nicompoop of as you are. 
| Free. On the old ſtrain I fee ſtill, Brother. Bur let us 
; Þ trice with it now, and I'll divert you with a pleaſant Acci- 
dent that has happen'd at our Neighbours here. 
Sir Poſ. Ay, Mr. Director, Mr. Superannuated Beau 
and [ have a pleaſant Story to divert you with too: ſome- 
thing pretty that has happen'd at your own Houſe : But 
s you mind every body's Buſineſs more than your own, 
$1 ſhall tell yours firſt, if you pleaſe, 
Free. What d' ye mean, Brother? 5 
„% W Sir Po. Mean, Brother! That you are made a Gull 
& i of, a Stalking: Horſc, Bamboozl'd, Chous d, Chous'd, 
, W Brother. 
nc Free. Which way, Brother? 
m Si Poſ. Where's your pretty Pupil, Angelica, pray ? 
Free. Why that 9 She's gone to ſome Ball, 1 
my fink they told me. 
= Sir Poſ. Oh! yes, yes, follow me, follow me, you ſhall * 
1c &c to what Ball the Gentlewoman' s gone, 5 
„Free. What's all this for? 
* Sir Poſ. You have brought her up mighty well. Diſtruſt- 
„ ful Bolts, Locks and Grates don't make People virtuous, 
| Youth ought to have more Liberty given em. Yes, truly, 
the cunning Gipſy has taken her ſwing of it. 
Fee. This is all a Riddle to me, Brother. 
|F * Poſe Then the Meaning of the Riddle 1 is, . IT 
2 bY * 
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that Angelica's Ball is with Mr. Valentine at that Hoy; 


there, and that this very Night I ſaw her chooſe him for; 
Partner. 

Free. Who? 

Sir Poſ. Angelica, 

Tree. Pray ha' done jeſting, Brother. 


Sir Poſ. Jeſting d'ye call it! What an Aſs it is! Oct | 


heart, only follow me, you all preſently be latisfy' 
You ſhall ſee if J impoſe on you. 


Free. * Tis impoſſible, ſure, that ſhe could enter into n 


ſuch Engagement, without letting me know of it; fn 


Sir Poſ. Lack-a- day, Brother, your own Senſes ſhall b 
Witneſſes of the Affair. I thitk it neceſſary that | 
ſhould immediately be oblig'd to marry her, unleſs yo 
think it proper, notwithſtanding all this, to have her your 
ſelf. Perhaps you have ſome new Arguments to place you 
above Ridicule, and prove that Cuckoldom is a very 0 
nourable Badge. 

Free. No, Brother, I ſhall never be "A weak to defir 
the Poſſeſſion of a Heart againſt its own Determination. 
But aſter all I can't beheve. 


ir Poſ. What a talking you make! Come, let 890-1 


tis but next Door. 


Enter Valentine, Juſtice, Conſtables, Sc. 


7; tice. Here's no occaſion for Compulſion, Gentleme! 


If you deſire nothing of him but to marry her, your Fur 
mi / be appeas*d; he has promis'd me to do it to-morron 
and bound himſelf to do 1t 5 this Paper, which he 18 


: ligne d here. 


Free, But the Woman 


Juſtice. Is lock'd up, and won't e till you ha" 
both given conſent to the Match. 
Fal. No, Gentlemen, nor ſhall ſhe be ſeen ® 
you again, *till that Conſent is obtain'd. You k 

who 1 am, and J have done every thing, which I'm " 


Hono 


from her very Infancy I have ſhewn her ſuch an erte 
Tenderneſs and Complaiſance, and have always proteſt: 
* laying any Conſtraint on her Inclinations. 


. a as 
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Sir Poſ. So do 1 — 
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I-nour bound to, in ſigning that Inſtrument. If it be 
ur Intention to agree to the Match, you muſt likewiſe 
* your Hand for a z Confirmation of it. 

© Sir Poſ. Very well, Sir, that's all we want. [4/7 2 
He does not know but tis Dorinda yet, poor Fool! 


Hell be ſweetly fobb'd. 
„ Free, But is this Angelica? 
Fire Poſ. Be quiet, will you? 
Free. But are you ſure ————- 
'# $ir Po. Hold your Tongue. 
Fre. But Brother, I muſt know 
„Fir Poſ. Will you hold your Peace, I ſay ? 


Val. In a word, Gentlemen, there's no Occaſion for 


any Dclay. B and myſclf are mutually engag'd to 
cnc another for Life, and, if J muſt ſpeak, I fee no ſuch 


great Diſparity in the Match, that you need make this 


| & Diſturbance. 


Free. Why, he ſays Dorinda, Brother. 
Sir Poſ. Pray, Brother, hold your Tongue for a Mo- 


ment, and you ſhall know the Myſtery. I have a Reaſon 


for it, as you ſhall ſee preſently. [7 9 Val.] Well, Sir, 


q | without any more Words then, as the Thing is gone 10 
Ir, we give our Conſent to your marrying the Girl. — 
| She that is now in your Houle, I mean. 


Val. Tis in thoſe very Terms that the Writing i is 


In. and there are Blanks ag the Names. Sign this, 
| and then the Lady ſhall appea 


Sir Poſ. With all my '7 pry 3 I'll fign it firſt, 


Il fign it firſt. [ Signing. We ſhall have rare laughing 
i preſently adad. Come ſign, Brother, ſign. 

Free. But what is this Myſtery: ? He talks of Dorinda, | 
| and you of Angelica. 


Sir Poſ. No Scruples, but ſign, fign — you conſent 


to't, I ſuppoſe, let it be which it will. 


Free. That I do, moſt certainly. 
then ſign immediately. 


| Free, Be it fo, Tho“ I underſtand nothing of the 
' pare |  [Signing. 
| Sir Poſ. Oh, you ſhall underſtand it Preſently, much 


0 


better 
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better than you'll care for, I believe. We'll let you in iþ 
the Secret, I warrant you. Good lack, how ſtrang: i 
am I tranſported to think how this mighty Man of Wit 1 
dom is bit at laſt! How ſneaking he muſt look toe! 
his fine Lectures of Liberty and Indulgence to Wives 
ſo unluckily turn'd againſt himſelf! Oh, you have dont, 
have you----- [Giving the Paper to Valentine. ] Here, SM 
is the Paper ſign'd by us both; and we both ackno wed j 
it as our free Deed. 


Val. Very well, Sir ----- [To the Juſtice. You are my 
Witneſs, Sir, and' therefore ſtep along with me, that th: 


Lady may appear and declare her Aſſent likewiſe. - We. 


be back again in an Inſtant, Gentlemen. 


Sir Poſ. Very well, Sir, — and now, my good Ignoram 
of a Brother, come a little farther this way, and I'II di 


cover all the Intrigue to you. 


[73 aking Freelove aff de, 5 talking to hin, 


Enter behind, Angelica, Harcourt, Horatio, 
with Lights. 


Ones. Ha, ha ha! 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha! I can't "By laughing; tho? Tan 


ſo monſtrouſly provok'd at you. 


Har. Provok d, Siſter! 
Ang. Yes, *twas downright Inhuman and Savage 
Ha. Deſperate Diſtempers, Madam, require deſperate 


| Remedies; to have been leſs ſevere, oa have been | 


more cruel in this Caſe. 

Ang. Well, I know what I would do, if I were in ther 
Place? 

Hor. What's that ? 


Ang. Why, marry you immediately out of pure Re- 


venge. 


| Her. That would be an effectual way to be reveng'd, 


4 muſt confeſs------ But who have we here? 


Sir Poſ. Yes, Sir, I have told you nothing but che 
Truth, and now you ſee what a fine Wiſeacre you have | 


Dre tht, Oh! here ſhe comes, here ſhe comes, 


and the reſt with her. 


Fre) 
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* Free. Angelica, I think now I have Reaſon ſufficient to 
| Smplain of you. You know I have always indulg'd 
Ju in every thing that your Heart could wiſh, and have 
* Þ often declar'd to you, that I would never put the leaſt 
s Þ Reſtraint upon your Inclinations of any kind. And after 
we, this, to engage your felt to another, without making 
u, me in the leaſt acquainted with it, and to go off with | 
= I kim in ſuch a clandeſtine, indecent Manner! Sure 'twas 
not well done, Angelica! This is an Action, which my 
tender Friendſhip could never deſerve from you. 
te Ang. 1 can't gueſs, Sir, at the Meaning of this Diſ- 
*| Weourſe, but I aflure you I am as I always was, and that 

nothing can alter my Eſteem for you; and tho* the 
1 Buffoon part of the World are pleas'd to rally me upon 
4. the Love of an Old Man, I here declare from my Soul, 

that I prize the Zeal of that Man more than all the 
i, Nglaring Tranfports of a young Coxcomb. 

| Free. This is aſtoniſhing! Why, Brother, how come 

OU—— 1 | > 

g Sir Poſ. How! what are you not this Moment come 

out of Valentine's Houſe ? did you not go off with him 
an this Evening, diſguis'd as your Siſter, and did not you 


But who the Duce have we here ? 
Enter Valentine, Dorinda, and Juſtice. 


rate Dorin. Siſter, I hope you'll generouſly pardon the 
xen Liberty I have taken with your Character and Name; 
nothing but the utmoſt Perplexity could have forc'd me 
heir Yon ſuch a Stratagem. Your Example, I know, condemns 
uch a Paſſion ; but Fate deals differently with you and 
me. [T9 Sir Poſ.] As for you, Sir, I think there's no need 
Jef any Apology, fince I rather do you Service than uſe 
you ill, I found my ſelf unworthy of your Love, and 
Mad rather be in the Poſſeſſion of another, than not de- 
rwe ſuch a valuable Heart as yours is. 
| Har, Well faid, Siſter ——A brave Girl. 
l. As for me, Sir, I eſteem it my greateſt Glory 
Happineſs to have her from your Hands. 


Free. 
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Free. Come, Brother, you muſt put it up: your wf 
Proceedings are the Cauſe of all; and the Misfortur, Þ 
it is, that tho* you are known to be cheated, no by 
will pity you. f 

Ang. I can't tell whether this Stratagem was Wo | f 
ſo fair, or not; but I'm ſure I ſhould have done th 
my ſelf. 

Hor. I think it a very exemplary Chaſtiſement i 
Moroſeneſs and Jealouſy ; and ſince his Temper ex 5 
him to the Danger of being a Cuckold, he's very »|Þ, 
off in being only Jo in the Bud. 

Sir Pop. [Standing all this while in a Pr Rs of Surpriz 
No, I cannot get rid of my Amazement. This 
rible Trick quite confounds me. Oh, the fetch! Es 
could not have thought it had been in her. That J, i: 
am in Years, and know the World; who, like 221 
Philoſopher, have for half a Century been contemplia ] 
the Misfortunes of Husbands, in order to guard agir þ 
*em my ſelf, ſhould at laſt be made ſuch an egregui! 
Cully of by a raw Girl and a rattle-headed Fop. C, 
burſt! I rave; how I could buffet my ſelf; —1 wif 
1 had a Glaſs here, only to ſee how like an Ow! ad 
Buzzard I muſt look, after 8 wy ſelf in fuct 
lovely Manner. 

Ommnes. Ha, ha, ha! ö 

Sir Poſ. After this, miſerable is he that puts his TuT 
in Woman. The beſt of em are always fruitful in “ 
chief, and they were only made to plague the World! } 

Exit in 4 ey 

Free. Ha, ha, "Ty poor Man! This is a bitter Pil ; 
him, but "twill prove a very wholſom one — And nog 
Gentry, you muſt favour me with your Company dt 
| reſt of the Night; and to-morrow, if Angelica can bil 
her ſelf to think of it, we'll make one Wedding Dinne 
ſerve us both. . 

Ang. Agreed. [Giving him her Hail „ 

Val. I am only ſorry we ſhan' t have an Qpportunity #F 
the ſame time of wiſhing Harcourt and Horatio Joy, K 
well as * v.. un E 
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